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THE 



MAIDEN OF MOSCOW. 



CANTO I. 



I. 

Napoleon's warrior-millions heard 

t 

The fiat of his dread command ! — 

Now polished be the sword — the brand ! — 

Now cast, — ye founderies of the land, 

Your death-balls at the word ! — 
Ye armouries, yield your stores, to gird 
The mighty that in strength shall stand — 
Leagued nations form'd in one vast band, 

Nor be the shock deferred ! 
Be th' arsenals well served and scann'd — 
The web of operations plann'd — 
Seize, marshals ! — seize your truncheon wand ! — 
War stretches wide his shadowy hand, 

High soars the victory-bird ! 
Check'd are the labours of the plough. 
The spade, the shears, the axe, the loom, 
The trowel, and the flail ! — Plume ! — plume ! — 
Thou bird, thy wings, — well know'st thou how ! — 

B 
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Aye ! soar and swiftly stormward spoom ! 
Hark! blows of pond'rous hammers boom 
Along the air — a sonnding gloom — 
Like dreadful strokes of hurrying doom, 
(And take the peaceful shuttle's room!), 
While hour by hour their tasks resume, 
Swarth men with broiling brow ! 

II. 
Declare for why, in startling haste 
Are crowded on, till lightning-paced, 
(While promptitude with zeal seems graced)— 

These preparations now ? 
Is 't for some day of pleasaunce free^ 
Some glorious joy — some jabilee — 
Some festival — some revelry. 

All earth shall yet avow ? 
Not so — she soon shall grieve and mourn ; — 
Not so — she wakes at War's wild beck — 
These works her lightsome mood shall check : 
Worse chains are forging for her neck — 
Chains — that shall, desolating, deck. 

That crashing, — shall adorn ! — 

111. 
'Tis not for festal triumphs fair 
A labouring nation doth prepare. 
Alas! the giant efforts there 
Are but for wreck and waste! — 
e Siaughler shrieks along the air ! 
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Red Murther waves her right band bare — 
Arm'd Vengeance dips bis cloudy hair. 

With upas-wrealhs embraced. 
In shadowy seas of bJood ! — While glare. 
Mad Battle's horrent pomps! — Beware! 
All earth ! — and rise to do and dare, 

Or thy worst doom is traced ! 
Fast dawns the swarth day-blush of War, 
Fast fades away each gentler star, 
That seem'd, while glow'd its soft rajs fer. 

To promise peace and love. 
Must Strife all happier prospects mar — 
Hope die beueath the conqueror's car — 
And Discord lift the deadliest bar 

'Twixt earth and heaven above! 

IV. 
Seem'd those high preparations done! — 
Shadowing the earth with too much sun, 
A blaze of arms rusb'd dazzling on 

With fierce portentous light! — 
Sure Dread is nought and Doubt is none, 
Even now — (what force or fraud may shun 
Those hosts that might a world o'errun ?)— 
Seem thousand towering victories won 

By Gaul's o'erpowering might ! 
Far nations shudder with their dread : 
By Conquest's hand those foes are led. 
Breast-deep in laurela — Lo! they Ireud 

To gain yet loflier name. 
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«II^>~ <fS iLOSCOW. 



Til*: iiCT ti#:T* llrtSL jt^ir^tf IC. ST'T 

Oil*: RnranngLi -:f Fuxic ! — 
fcr an^^id r^-ris zj^nje I — 



V. 



« • ■* 

Tkok varad ikss s&bre b%h! 
AjEai&t dkose fOTiiads. iM>i»e mislit feel 
A Idfiaer ikOfC:, — a nobler xaJ, — 
XoK iuirsi& & piir\£7 mrdal nne, 
Tkuk tisK vfaidi did ifaat yoatli iasplK : 
Eagcic de Coarcr vms his mime. 
Hii ical vas frantac-fond of &iiie ! 
A bncre, ba^k-hearted yoath vas be. 
Of darae mind, and spint £ree. — 
A saSazit and a generous joath : 
II5§ fioal was fre. — hk thongfat was tnith. 
Froen lordly srti the scion sprung ; 
Tiyj wealdi Le lacked. Fate's gifts among; 
r?;T>5e ti^T. — before that era di^ad, 
Wf^y/fj <&w bow'd down fall manr a head 
Of r^^ziktj mould and crested pride. 
That Ta:ijjT Hl-»n]i and doom defied — 
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Their gold had scatter'd fast and free, 

With heart and hand unniggardly ; 

And lower'd and lessen'd in estate. 

Found shrunken means had stamp'd their fate, — 

Found th' ills on Poverty that wait — 

But ne'er for this did he repine. 

That last son of a lofty line ! 

vr. 



Not for the first time now he clasp'd 
His helmet firm — his fanlchion grasp "d ; 
When eighteen springs had paled and past,- 
It little boots to say how fast, — 
When eighteen springs had o'er him fiown, 
HJ8 father's sword was made his own ! 
And since had he full often worn 
That honour'd steel, and proudly borne — 
Right proudly, worthy of its weight, — 
A dauntless son of strength and state ! 
And he, baptized in blood, had been 
Into the warriors' service keen; 
And oft had borne the battle's brunt. 
And spurr'd bis steed to War's wild front. 
Nine glorious years had he borne arms, 
And joy'd in Strife's august alarms ; — 
Nine glorious years had seen his might, 
And hurrying valour in the fight : 
Yet gentle was his soul, as bmve 
And prompt to succour and to save ; 
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And oft his inmost heart had bled 

With covert wounds^ more deep and dread 

Than those that pierced and plough "d the breast — 

At sight of conqner'd foes distreas'd ; 

The fluttering gasp — the feulfering groan 

Found in his heart an answering tone. 

Ill bore the hero others' pain, 

Who moek'd his own witli brave disdain ; — 

111 bore the hero others' woes, 

And best-loved friends Bt-emed vanquished foes ! 



VII. 

And he had shared th' imposing toil. 
And bask'd in all the sweltering broil 
Of Austerlitz' outshining sun, 
That smiled his leader's lines upon — 
(As proud to be his fortune's star ! 
Jealous that other light from far 
Should beckon — beacon of His War!) 
"The Battle of tbe Emperors," there 
It bad been his to see and share ; 
And Jena's crimson'd field of death 
Had given his brow another wreath, 
Jena! — which saw high Brunswick's lord, 
Wielder of well -redoubted sword ! — 
In prime of pride, hope, valour — all, 
A patriot- martyr — bleed and fall. 
Borne from that fatal field of fight, 
Ere long was dust his dreadless might. 
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But deep the oatb hU followers swore 
To venge their prince — alas ! — no more 1 
And Brunswick's shrouded star uprose 
To light to death Her chasten'd foes! 
Brave Brunswick's uneittinguish'd star, 
Its rays of glory scattering far, — 
Broke forth from clouds of sorrow's trance, 
To dazzle-scathe the front of France. 
But Jena's long-IamenleJ iield 
The prince and patriot's doom beheld, — 
He, who commanding there in chief, 
Closing his bright career and brief. 
Thus first might cause his people's grief! 
A grief — that never doomed to fade 
Their gratitude — his glory made 
Eternal — as his guardian shade ! 
Jena! — whose day of (errors view'd, 
The house of Brandenburgh subdued : 
Jena had seen De Courcy's arm 
Deal — stoutly deal — the desperate harm, — 
Had seen De Courcy's prowess shine, 
And speak by many a venturous sign. 
And when great Warsaw's battled walls 
(Where raged indignant, Russia's thralls) 
The conquering van of France received — 
While hailed her heroes — longa^rieved. 
Those heroes (who from fears reprieved) 
And liberators well believed. 
Those brothers, of their bosoms nursed. 
Like them in glory's sunlight burst ! — 
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De Comcy, witk Iris tm nuUym oL, 
Threaded the Hmm^^d ttreetB himMbm 
And marked how Freedom's stamliiig call 
Waked lo aev bope liiat capital ! 
T was tbea tfaai Pohod placed ber trost 
In France' proud pmnktt — and d«st! — 
While GnesDSL% palatine ^ond 
Napoleoo as crealioii'g lord I — 
While wanj a Poluh potentate 
Addrew'd him as almightr-great ! 



VIII. 

In other strifes had he borne part. 
This noble youth — this gallant heart ; 
And well he loved war's mightj art ! 
And every battle where he blest 
The Victor-Eagle's son-kissed crest. 
The ardent votary keener made 
In his beloved, bat dreadfbl, trade. 
For him no charms might luxory bring — 
The siren there in vain might sing. 
He pass'd by pleasures — on the wing, — 
Aye ! on the wing, even more than ihof 
That smile and shine — but never stay ! 
For onward rush'd his fiery heart. 
To claim in glory's ranks its part ; 
And forward sped his storm of soul. 
More breathless as more near the goal ! 
I»ve — melting power! — had never come 
To stint his manhood*s lofty bloom. 
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Love — where that eye iniperious flasli'd — 

Hftd ennk and shrunk sway abash'd, 

His lires uut-beggar'd by the blaze 

Of that bright soul whose thoughts were rays — 

Whose hopes were beams — whose dreams were lighi 

Tliat left deep nooDS like starlesa nigbU, 

IX. 

And now his childhood's home he seeks, 

Where waits, with pallid lips and cheeks, 

His mother, to embrace once more 

The son, she lives but to adore. 

Tb' intrepid heart strange tremours feels, — 

A softness o'er tlie arm'd soul steals ; 

A gush of deepening tenderness 

Makes weakness more, and valour less. 

ITie bold — the brave — was coward here, 

Th' undaunted learn'd to shrink and fear. 

His thoughts, while onward fast he sped, 

Began — continued — closed in dread! 

His mother's certain, coming grief. 

Made his lip tremble like a leaf. 

His cheek was blaunch'd, his head was bow'd, — 

His forehead darken'd with a cloud ; 

His hand, no longer firm, tn vain 

His headlong courser would restrain, 

That mocked the light and loosen'd rein ! 

Wild rushing on, in foaming speed, 

Soon bears him — that sagacious steed — 
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To his old home of boyhood's years. 

There, Bmiles his mother through her tears, — 

There, pale, his lovely sister slanils, 

With the out-atretched arms — with the upraised hands, 

That speak aSection, doubt, dismay, 

And seem at once to bless and pray ! 

No tenderer mother o'er a child 

Ere bent with fondness meek and mild, — ■ 

In mood of love more gushing-deep, 

That like a sea doth o'er her sweep — 

(Although that child, of softest age. 

Was new-launch 'd on life's pilgrimage) 

Than she — that warrior's mother dear — 

Bent o'er her stately offspring here. 

Who much essay 'd to soothe and cheer! — 

Whose manly voice, upraised in tone. 

To hush her griefs betray 'd his own ! 

No fonder sister ever smiled. 

In hopes such griefs might be beguiled. 

On brother — best beloved and bless'd — 

Than thou, dove-souled, dark-eyed Celeste! 



Summer and spring together seem'd 

To greet — Heaven glisten'd, and Earth beam'd ; 

Bright showers of roses seem'd to lie 

Beneath, as new-dropt from the sky — 

Blushes of angels hither sent. 

To prove — Heaven glows — Love's element 1 — 
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And round that mother's cotta^^-bomfl') -m *tT 
A thooeand roses rain'd thwr bloom'i nfitft 

Fair trelllsed was the imrch ; the path— I 

The bower, retired as Naiad's bath-«iii '■ •• il'' " 

A screen of honeysuckles hath; ■ -. . - j.M 

While myriad myriad flowers repay 

Celeste's sweet fosterage, day by day, 

Scatter'd along the garden grounds, 

Enriching all their cherish'd bounds! 

Not far their home from that bright sen, 

The tideless in trantjuillity ; 

In blesfiedness of Heaven's blue light, 

'I'hat washes France' proud shores of mighty^^'' 

Her southern Bhorea, wbere myrtles load '"" 

The gale with lavish scents bestow'd ; ■ '' 

And richly clustering orange- trees 

Send wealth of fragrance to the breeze, — 

Such aromalic affluence 

As might be won alone from thence ! 

De Courcy ! ofttimes when a boy. 

Thou 'st stolen the swimmer's gallant joy— sni'' 

(Afraid, as now, of causing fear 

Or pain to thy lone parent dear ; — 

Afraid, us now, oi htr affright, 

Yet spurr'd on by thy soul's free might) ; — 

The swimmer's gallant joy thou "st sought. 

And well thy billowy battles fought. 

And revell'd in that ocean free. 

Which secin'd thy wave-wing'd car to be, — 
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Hit fiLTOBe cttnnmpk — pfaee of |nde- 
WUk Ivoilmff tfa» the snse' tiife ! 

To lofiicflt vaahood's pride at bst;, 
ABd CTcr roK Ikr kmdfii^ flMKid 
To Ug^ts of finer hardikood. 



bous €{ gHEtiu gy doep and dear, 
Piaioa'd aifik sviftot phuaes appear ; — 
Ikboarsof ACMtioii's ooauaaubigs 
Wear OB each SMBCBt — thoasand wb^ : 
Tkf vane, vidi cTcrr bliss and booB, 
lato tbe partiBg momeat soob ! — 
He tfrires 10 maa bis beart, and tans 
Hii iboagbt to wbere crowned Batdebams^ 
He dreams be bears the clarion s Toice^ 
And be n2Z fxwse ban to rejoiee ! 
^Mtsob! niT sob !" tbemolber cried. 
As 00 bis boondiag beait, Aerr died! 
''Iboagoest toj^nntbe FieMward boat,— > 
Some dreadfbl daj maj speak tbee lost! 
And an my tboogfals to grief most flow. 
And aD my fears to fdireniy grow ! — 
Ob ! rcp i c t gni a ti ve to me 
Of tby dead £ttbtf , — lo£t to diee 
WbOe yet id flowerii^ in£uicy, — 



How can I bear from this fond eide yi 

To let thee — long estranged — divide 1 .1 

How can I bear to lose thee now ? 

Thick rise the dew-drops to my brow, — 

The death-damps of the heart — the heart-^ 

It is a murdering thought — to part ! — 

Heavens ! can I bear to see no more 

Thy face by his face shadow'd o'er ? 

The husband of my youth's best love — 

That husband still adored — above! 

True, oft in battle hast thou borne 

Thy loftiest part — and left me lorn ; 

Yet each fresh parting serves to make 

My heart with wilder anguish ache ; — 

Each parting now my soul must teach 

What distant pangs it yet can reach ! 

As though I lived thus o'er again 

These several partings with their pain I 

Their separate pains — nor bow'd me prone 

Beneath one crush of grief alone 1 — 

Aye ! all the accumulated store 

I count and recount o'er and o'er ; 

The Bcatter'd agonies combine. 

And in one poison'd chain cntwino, 

Commingling every cherish'd throe 

In one vast flood of whelming woe, 

And gathering each close garner'd care 

In one stern wealth of wide despair!" 
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~~,«iuudl Jniu- " 

AnBwer'd the son — ■" Oh ! speak not thus ! " 

Faint were bis words and tremulous. 

Her rushiDg passion bore them down, 

And tbu9 again she cried — " Mine oivn! 

Thou image of my long-lost lord 

To mine imploring eyes restored ; 

How can I live without the light 

In that loved aspect proud and bright ? 

I aak him — thou art my response, — 

I gaze on Him and Heaven at once ! — 

Thon shalt not rob me of that heaven 

Through tears to my rapt glances given : 

I will not let thee bear away 

My spring, my sunshine, and my day ! — 

Those smiles where all his spirit stirs, — 

Those looks — Love's sweet remembrancers ! 

Remain, my flower — my pride — my boy — 

Remain! to be the widow's joy !" 

Her quivering voice, o'erstrain'd, doth fefl,-*- !■ I 

She stands before him, paseion-pale, • <l~l 

With close-clasp'd hands, and labouring breath,' 

And every loveliest look of death ! 



XIII. 
But changes soon her mien and mood — 
Breaks o'er her cheek one blaze of blood ! — 
In sunset waves it glowing breaks. 
And fast a world of wonders wukes ! 
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With Other thoughts her spirit teems, — 


With other phantasies and dreams I 


The sacred-soft Madonna look, > . • . v^nA 


Whose very meekaeas stirr'd and sboA'*' i>ti»1 


The pulses of the troubled heart i ■ > il--in isU 


That deem'd 'twas from dull earth apart— '>■'/■ 


The sculptured steadfaatnees of grace, ■ '■-■'> 


That reigned o'er that pathetic face. 


At once to tumult wild gave place ! 


Her lip is curved — her brow is knit— ' 


Her cheek is flush'd — her eye is lit ! 1 


The Seas of Soul are swelling high, 1 


The mind claims sovereign mastery. ■ ■ | 


The force of giant feeling gains ' ""'1 


The victory — bursts its own strong chains ! —J' ' 


There seemed they wondering to behold 


Some mighty prophetess of old. 


O'erwrought by passion and distress. 


Some dark, imperial prophetess! 


The full-swoln veins, the wild-dash'd hair, 


The regal risings of despair, i 


Th' enkindling and the o'erpowering air, J 


Disturh'd them wiih a deep surprise, 1 


They scarce might fix her flashing eyes ! 


XIV. 1 
1 


All— all her fom, and all her faee^ ftra.tn.l'- luM 


Bore high enthusiast- fervour's trace : 


She stood before them in that hour 


^^^^^^ Fraught with a strangely-wakening power— 



16 



THE MAIDEN OF MOSCOW. 



A lovely and terrific thing. 

Borne far on inspiration's wing ! 

And thus, while high her aspect glow'd, 

Her words like battle- music flow'd ! 

And thus, while fast her spirit soar'd, 

Her tones like trumpet-echoes pour'd ! 

While ever through those momente stern. 

That saw that soul translucent burn 

With darkly- glorious dreams intense, 

(As though woke there another sense ! — ) 

The Mighty Misery seem'd to move, 

And oh ! the yet far mightier love ! — 

The mightier than all death and fete. 

Through that changed form of strength and state ! 

You felt the full, the fiery force. 

Yon felt its fountain, and its source! 

And while you heard her thrilling tongue, — 

On those transforming accents bung — 

Well mark'd you whence the wonder sprung ! 

The great magician. Grief, had wTOUght 

The miracle, the change had brought ! 



XV. 

" My son ! words come to help my wo< 
Oh ! hear these words ere jet you go. 
I grieve, indeed, that we must pari, 
But other pangs oppress my heart ; 
Ev'n now I feel — too keenly feel, — 
And ohi tiie thought is sharp as steeH 
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Thou goest lo UA thioe band of migbt 

Against the truth — against the right ! 

Thou goest thy stalwonh arm to hare 

In that unrighteous cause nhich ue'er 

Can claim one fatntly-uiurmur d prayer — 

Nay — speak not! — hush! — ImMst be heard; 

A power ioipels mine every wocd f 

A secret power doth sway — controul 

My grief— my glance — my speech — my soul ! 

I feel as though mj shrinking eye 

Was looking through futurity ! 

This lawless enterprise Khali fail : 

Thy star of victory, France ! shall pale ; 

Thy foes shall tame tby venturous pride, 

The Lord of Hosts is on their aide ! 

The God of Battles helps ilic right, 

And gives th' iavulnerable might. 

The invaders' legions place their trust 

In horse and chariots^that are dust! 

But th' injured nation lifts the heart 

To Him who takes the sufferer's part ; 

Their hope is slahlished on His love, 

Their great ally is throned above 1 

\Vl. 
" I see — I hear such sights, — such aounda-^ 
As make my soul o'erHow ber bounds ! mWC 
Lo! banner'd hosts with blazon'd pomp. 
With hoarse, harsh drum, and clatnouritig tromp. 
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With long array of mar shall 'd pride, 

EmbattaiU'd firm on every side. 

Making the earth a furnace where 

They crowd with burnish'd braveries fair. 

Concentering all the sun's warm rays, 

TUl added Hght makes bright their days ! 

The flash of arms, the streamer'd show — 

Gleams with intolerable glow ; 

And yon fair firmament above — 

Yon lustrous dome of light and love. 

But seems — such flushing tints are given — 

An earth- illuminated Heaven! 

While princely banners sweep the skies, 

And spread between lliem and our eyea 

Their constellated canopies ! 



XVII. 

" And now a change— a fearful change, 

Their order'd march doth disarrange : 

I see thein scatler'd like the chalF, 

While dregs of bitterness they quaff; 

And on their beads, all wild and fast, 

Th" ashes of utter ruin cast ! 

Dread portents trouble all the skies ; 

I see Eternal Nature rise ! 

Beckon'd by her Almighty Sire, 

She fulmines forth — stem fiats dire : 

She rises, — awful and alone. 

And leans her from her mystic throne. 
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And th' elements and seasons wait 
Around her over-powering state. 
Death's mighty angel hears a voice. 
And lifts his pale head to rejoice ; 
For his shall be the time — the hour. 
And he shall reign, with untried power! — 
His ghastly steed must make good speed, 

And hound from Space lo Space ; 
For with all Life, Death seems at strife, 

And stretch'd to fearful race. 



XVJII. 

" Oh, Earth ! oh. Earth ! thou shndd'rest son 

Thou art not what ihou hast been before, — 

Thou seem'st a peopled world no more! — 

Th' Incarnate Fiend doth surely reign, 

O'er all in evil power and pain ; 

And makes dark progress of success, 

While 111 frowns more, and Good smiles less!- 

Earth prostrate sinks at Ruin's feet. 

As "iwere the fallen foul angels' seat! 

To them given o'er by angry Heaven, 

And fast by them despoil'd and riven ! — 

Abhorr'd by all the good, because 

She sets at nought th' eternal laws ; 

And yields ingratitude for grace, 

And harden'd sin in sorrow's place. 

Abhorr'd by all the evil loo, 

Becftose Heaven loved and would renew ! — 
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nedeem'd — forgare — invited — blest. 

And called to beatific rest. 

So seems She — scorn and hate of all. 

Where eren the Fallen must lower fidl ! 

And thos ther join to crash and blot 

Her sphere from space, till she is not ! 

Else whjr these harrowing shrieks and groans. 

Those deathfal, wild, scarce-human tones, — 

Those desolations, vast and deep, — 

Those midnight glooms that threatenii^ sweep,* 

Those maniac- jellings — gory stains. 
That gush as from mankind's rent veins ? 
The Fiend — the Fiend seems trampling here. 
Made lord of Fate, as prince of Fear ! 
He speeds along, while less and less 
Our human hope doth withering wane: 
Ten thousand terrors swell his train. 
His breath is ruin, — blight, and bane ; 
His shadow, anarchy ; — his gain. 
The loss of human happiness ! 
And must be rule our world, indeed ? 
And was all Hope and Faith a reed ? 
And must we yield in truth to him, 
And see our holiest trust grown dim ? 
Must earth, the footstool of the Fiend, 
Leave every dream of joy behind ; 
Each fabric of her bliss resign ; 
Obliterate every hallowed sign ? " 
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XIX. 
Exhausted, and o'er-wrought and pain'd, 
Tlie mother for awhile remain'd ; 
With almost reverential awe. 
Her son, bewilder'd, heard and saw, 
And follow'd all her words of weight. 
As they were the oracles of fate : 
While that pale daughter of her love 
Seemed fixed no more to breathe or move,- 
The soft Celeste, whose deep dark eye 
Had lost its meek trani^uillity. 
But, from th' inspired one's lips once more 
The startling accents burst and pour. 



XX. 

"That Fiend 1 Ah! whose that sceptered s 
Which sweeps the peace of worlds away ? 
Which brings the gloom of sorrow down 
On nations outraged and o'erthrown? 
Who is't — that — dark portentous Birth! — 
Shakes on her shuddering axis, earth t 
And seems to guide her from her way 
Mid raarsliall'd planets' bright array ; 
To follow a destructive course, 
With discord dire — and fatal force; — 
As though Heaven's covenant were void. 
And its high purposes destroy 'd. 
Why shone its rainbow in the skies 
If fresh floods^and of gore — must rise? 
Why — mightier far display of grace ! — 
Did her throned king resign his place ; 
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Th" empire of universe* yield, 

AnJ dwell in mortal mould revealed. 

And leave adoring worlds lo crave 

A torluring: cross — a trampled grave? — 

If — if, indeed, her doom is still 

A hopeless Infinite of 111. 

XXI. 

" Yes ! earth is wrung e'en to the heart. 
And forth her orbit seems to start. 
Absolving not her measured round. 
To no harmonious circles boand — 
For surely did she still rehearse 
Her fixed fair part in the universe, 
Not thus could Desolation wring. 
And mad misrule distract and sting — 
Not thus could yon proud sun but seem 
Like lurid light of some dread dream — 
Kot thus could morning, sad as night. 
Whisper of death upon her 6ight ! — 
The lovely stars and radiant spheres 
Blot out the heavens, like trembling tears — 
For thus it Bcems^while woe on woe 
Doth gathering o'er creation go ; — 
And whose the sway, and tcfiosc the power — 
Who rules through this terrific hour? — 
Who lifU the scourge, and deals the stroke. 
And fits the intolerable yoke ! 

V son, iny warrjcir-hoyt — reply — 
luJ it ill ihy coii>i:ioiiJi eye t 
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xxn. 

" Monarch of myriads! Liege and Lord ! 

Thou sceptered wiih a blood-red sword ! — 

Tremendous Name ! — stupendous Will ! — 

Wilt thou indeed be slave of 111, 

Oh ! truBt not in th' embattailled world'; 

Crush'd be thy crest, ihy banners furl'd ; 

If tbou with Evil lei^ued indeed. 

For rocks of strength shall trust a reed — 

For all thy myriads vainly then 

Shall fence thee round — dread man of men! 

Yes ! they shall fail, and tbou shall fall — 

Totters thy blood-cemented wall, 

(With which thou fain wouldst cirele round 

Creation all, and mete and bound !) — 

Trembles thy force-upheaven throne, 

Unutterably guilty one ! 

Dark is the mystery of thy mind, — 

Oh! evil one of mood, and blind. 

The Chaos — Heaven forbade to reign 

Seems in thy soul to live again! — 

Again to hideous life to start — 

In thy deep midnight of the heart! — 

And lengthening thence, o'er all to spread, 

More dark, — more dire, — more drear, — more 

Since things of loftier mould must now 

Its hateful infiueiice deep, avow, — 

Since th' elements of sense and thought 

Sink — to tbe ruinous vortex brought! — 
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XXIII. 
" Aod Ibon, my son, must thou go forth 
Among the spoilers of the earib ; 
'Midst fratricidal fiends nho burn 
Lore's holiest lesaons to unlearn. 
And joy when reeking blades are press'd 
Against their human brother's breast ; 
Shalt tbon, my boy, go forth to play 
As dark a part, as mad as they ? 
Tlie weight of blood shall yet bear down 
The wearer of a crime-stain'd crown ; 
And his shall be the world's disdain — 
A proud almigbtiness of pain. 
And pestilential pangs of fear — 
Of the everlasting sulferance near! 
For his are sins of demon hue. 
The cause of crimes in others too! — 
The AlmighlisBt, to avenge, shall rise. 
And with deep counsels shake the skies ; 
But think not, mortals! — -He shall need 
His shattering thunderbolts to speed. 
To crush Ambition's slave misled ; 
No ! lightest flakes shall serve instead : 
Heaven's breath shall phalanx'd lines o'crthron 
Sent in chill airs to work their woe. 
No special terrors 'gainst them hnrl'd — 
Silently wither'd from the world ! 
So shall they wane, — droop, — drop away,- 
Though miracles start not to slay, 
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Nor cloud the commoa light of day. 
Though man, regardless, seems to spare ; 
They fade — they fall, fast-fleeting there! 
As though he muster'd not His wrath 
To blast them on their onward path, 
But His bright couutenance withdrew. 
Nor deign'd His heavenly grace renew — 
Suspending His protecting might — 
And they were nothing — fallen on night!" 

XXIV. 

She ceased — no more the impulse hurn'd — 

The soft and love-touch 'd looks return 'd — 

Her hands unclasp 'd — her cheeks unflush'd— i 

Mild tears beneath her eyelids gnsh'd ; 

Once more she spoke, but sad and sweet 

Her voice the willing ear did greet. 

The o'er-troubled mood, in sooth, was past, — 

Too wild and stormy-strong to last ; 

Feeling, and love, and doubt, and ire. 

Had lent the prophetess's 6re ; 

Feeling and love forgot once more 

Ail but themselves, and brooded o'er 

Their own deep truth and mightiest lore ; 

And having gnatch'd that deep relief. 

The seas of soul closed o'er their grief. 

As the ocean o'er some mournful wreck, 

Betraying scarce a tell-tale apeck ! 

But WHS it thus .' No! Part indeed 

Of that vast grief doth speechless bleed 
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Within tlie secret holds of heart ; 

But piueg — and plains yet other part — 

Her tears, her tongTie, her tremblings shew, 

Tlie workings of that inward woe! — 

Slie dash'd those tear-drop9 from her cheek, 

And steadtitstlj essav'd to speak ; 

Yet faulteringly (he accents eame — 

The sweet sound flickering like a flame! — 



XXV. 

" Yet should we not be ihns cast down, 
Although on evil seasons thrown ? 
Let Faith and Hope ret smite and dance 
Even in the face of human chance ; 
And in the heart of human love, 
That throbs and heaves itself above, 
Thaf, boat by beat, seems borne more bigh 
To yon blust regions of the sky ; 
And thrill by thrill doth purer grow 
Aa further from this earth beJow. 
" Mother!" the young De Courcy cried, 
" More gently judge whate'er betide. 
Nor thus l\ui soldier's idol blame — 
Tlic battle lord of power and fame — 
The King of Victories!— he who wields 
The sceptre of war's Itturell'd fields!" 
"Alas!" the mother nnswer'd, sad, 
" Of all Hian's crimes in -jc-arlet clad, 
one can a hue so deadly wear, — 
one bring such madneas of despair, — 
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None plunge the lost, in fate so far 
As unnecessitated war ! — 
A war coaimenced on trivial grounds 
Shall hlight the soul with all the wounds 
Befallen within its sanguine bounds ! — 
The soul that dares to kindle first 
That conflagration's light accursed. 



XXVI. 

" Beware, triumphant chief ! — beware! 

Mock'st thou Earth's universal prayer? 

While myriads, hurrying at thy call, 

Hasten to die and crowd to fall, — 

Shower sacrifice on sacrifice, — 

That heart of iron and of ice 

To please, — though at immortal price! — 

To ihink of all the souls unshriven 

Upon their path of terror driven; 

Of all the unpardon'd — the unprepared — 

That desperately their doom have dared, — 

Chills — awes the soul with horror's worst: 

Is not the Anarch then accursed ? 

The danger threats — the downfal comes — 

Hark ! voices from ten thousand tombs ! — 

The day is near — the doom at hand, — 

Vainly thou armest proud band on band. 

'T is not the storm of adverse spears 

That now should rouse the conqueror's fears,- 

U is the childless widow's tears ! 
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Dread not the avenging hordes that rise — 
Dread — dread the accusing orphans' sighs, 
The fatherless, bereaved ones' cries ! 
Shrink from th' unspoken curse no less. 
The unchilded parent's looks express t 
Those regiater'd in heaven remain, 
Recorded deeply — not in vain ! 
Empires in arms could ne'er o'erthrow 
The doom-defying victor so ! 
These — these shall ruin — these bring down 
Th' embattailled throne — the fiery crown! 
The sun-eyed eagle of the war — 
The firmament o'erflowing star!" — 

XXVII. 

The son, still saddening, faulter'd low, 
"Thy blessing, mother, ere I go!" — 
And many a blessing doth she shed 
O'er that beloved and lofty head, — 
And many a tear with these lets fall, — 
Last tears and blessings ! — tortures all 1 — 
He rises, as in act to part. 
One gush of feeling rends her heart ! 
While hanging on his neck she said, 
" Still in thy dark and slaughterous trade. 
Oh ! spare the mother aiid the maid ! 

The aged and the child, — 
Think of thy mother — sister, here — 
Think of thy treasured blessings dear, — 
Let them before thy soul appear. 

Then be the mighty — mild! — 
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Ye are too wolvJBh oft, and prey 
On lambs and pitilessly slay — 
Remember retribution's day. 

Eschew ih" abhorrent deed ! 
For our sakes pause — for our sakes spare — 
Think toe are tender pleaders there ! 
Who wars upon the weak must dare 

Heaven's wrath ! Hear ! hear, and heed ! " 

XXVIII. 
He heard! — he look'd away herfeare! — 
While on his lids hung vouching tears, 
Whose ballow'd promise more endears ; 

But th' envious moments speed ! 
He strove the emotion to disguise, 
Kiss'd the reproach all loving-wise 
From those relenting, trusting eyes, 

And vaulted on his steed. 
A moment yet he rein'd him back : 
Such parting hours the heart-strings crack, — 

Profundity of pain t — 
A moment yet he paused — he stay'd — 
One little moment he delay'd — 

T was Time with all his train ! 
Whole centuries of memory flow'd 
Fast on his being and abode ^ttA 

As never more to part ! iT" 

With labyrinthine lengthenings too, 
Tb' Unreal — streamed tninghng with the True, 

The worlds of sense and heart ! 
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Th' outward aad inward worlds appear'd, 
Their farthest faint horizons clear'd, 

AJI thoughts, — all truths, — all things — 
The soul's great universe was shewn. 
The kingdoms too of the Actual known, 

Hb dreams were worlds ou wings I — 
While in one hurrying moment brief. 
He drank the cups of joy and grief. 

Of doubt and strength sublime ! 
Ah ! surely that deep moment's reign 
Was link'd not with life's common chain — 

Eternity— not Time ! 
Slow part by part were Tision'd not 
Those realms o'er which his spirit shot. 

In earth-o'er-gazing flight t 
One mighty picture of the past. 
Where colourings of " To Come" were cast, 

Spread vast as very light ! 
One picture thought did then present, 
Deep-traced, where mystically blent 

Seemed traceries of all themes. 
That ere the imagination wide. 
Or sterner judgment occupied, 

All dooms, and deeds, and dreams. 
While yet he check 'd his snorting steed. 
Nor his impatient ardour &eed. 

The mother stood beside — 
The sister, too^the mild and meek. 
With snowy tokens on her cheek 

Of sorrow's in-pent tide 1 
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Her voice uplift, iLe mother, then, 
Her dove-Boft, mother-voice again : 

" Remember — oh ! mine own ! — 
Remember — oh ! my noblest son ! — 
When some vast purple victory's won, 

Some foe is overthrown ! 
These filial foldings — mother's tears — 
These tenderneasiis— birth of years — 
The thousand ties Heaven's self endears. 

And makes Us blessing known, 
(By yielding its sweet sanction true 
To such affection — Nature's due — 

Within ihe deep heart sown ; 
Oh ! 't is a blessed thing to think. 
Heaven lliro' our souls doth deeper sink. 

With all the love we feel !) 
Theo let these memories melt thy mind 
To purposes sublimely kind. 

Thy guarded breast nnsteel ! 
So by ihyseli" ct'ii dearly wooed 
In that he art- humanizing mood, 

May mercy's angel deign, 
Hovering oer that vast bust, to smile 
When thousands of thy mates the while 

Pray comfort for their pain ! 
So for the sake of one pure heart 
Midst the army's huge array — apart, 
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May Justice yet delay 
Tlie chastening stroke, — tlie o'er whelming doom ;■ 
Nor let lugt Vengeance sweep in gloom 

O'er all — lo scowl and sway." 

XXX. 

One look of love, one low farewell, 
One struggle with the bosom's swell — 

The clattering hoof reBounds ; 
The courser ui^ed to fleetness there 
Seems shooting thro' the very air 
With wild impetuous bounds ! 
The loving mourners, watching atilf. 
As if to taste Pain's every ill. 
Yield all to sorrow's own wild wjjl, 

And sob full loud aud deep : 
The mother and the sister stay, 
As though (heir souls bad flown that way — 
Their mute lips bless — their dim eyes pray — 

Their very hands do weep — 
The two are made One Agony, 
One sad and sorrowing sympathy. 
One dream of doubts and fears! — 
Oh, Nature! — thou art a Niob6! — 
Our human nature ! — deep and free ; — 
There, evcrlaatiugly w« see, 
A death-in-Iife of Sorrow— Tliee I 
Imperishable tears! 

Like earth's self seem'st thou motionless 
(With ihy despwr's swift-whirl'd excess — 
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A silence and a sleep.) 
But ihou art tears — all tears, and so, 
Since these are all that tliou niaj'st know — 
All that doth pause, or freeze, or flow. 
Within thy marble-motild of woe, 

Thou doBt forget to weep ! 
Else shouldst thou shed thyself away, 
Nor might the station'd sorrow stay. 
In thee for ever night and day, 

Tninsfix'd — entranced — entomb'd! — 
A Deluge, frozen and repress'd — 
Seem the ocean-waters of thy breast 

To tideless torpors doom'd ! 

XXXI. 

Fresh smiled the morn, fresh blew the breeze, 
in dlamoud armour gleam'd the trees. 

Rare panoply of pride ! — 
'Twas sparkling shield and glittering helm - 
The peers of Charlemagne's warrior realm 

Ne'er thus allired might ride! 
Th' adorning dew far dazzling shone 
Like jewell'd liarness new-braced on — 

Out-shimmering far and wide — 
Awakes the breeze — those warriors seem 
To move, to clash, to flaah, to beam — 

Or sheathed with stars, — to bide! 
Now pass'd he o'er a vine-clad plain, 
Where Plenty seem'd with Peace to reign ; 
The scene's enchantment stole 
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With ninning infiuence o'er his brain. 
And brought, of gentlest dreams, a train, 

To soothe, yet grieve hie bouI! 
" I go from haante of peace and rest," 
Thus sadly cried he, " bright and blest. 

To scenes of deatli and strife. 
Where man with man shall meet in blood. 
In deadly hatred's foulest mood, 
(Inetead of gracious brotherhood! — ) 

And hurl from love and life ! 

XXXII. 
" But, no! I will not dweU on this— 
War hath its own mad, stormy bliss — 

War hath its landscapes fair! — 
On days of Victory's jubilee. 
Proud waves the thick-plumed forestry 

Of helm'd heads on the air ! 
While seem brought nearer to the ground 
The sun set- pageantries, — where round 

The banners float, in flame!— 
With broidery rich — all rough with gold — 
A nation's glories on their fold — 

Their silken field of fame! 
And glistening arms, like glassing lakes. 
Where the broad enn lives, leaps, and quakes 

When crisping gales just stir- 
Bright flooding all the moving scene, 
With unimaginable sheen. 

To splendour minister. 
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And death, the warrior's haughty death, 


When fast he clasps the trophied wreatli. 


fs dawn to honour'e life— 


His soul shall kiss the exalting steel 


That bids him join the commonweal 


Of heroes ripe and rife ! ' 


The death of glory these would claims ■■'■■^ 


"Tis still their warrior's birth to feme— J 


Their proud Nnlivity of Name, 1 


And royal-brave renown ! 1 


"Tia still their Hopes transcending hour- 


Then— then they reap the enlaurelled dower. 


That well their deeds shall crown ! 


And nations' thoughts shall celebrate 


Their fall, their triumph, and their fnte, 


Through age« evermore— '■" J 


Shall glorify them long and late, -.-lA J 


And their example elflvate, 


To beacon Victory's shore!" 


XXXIII. 


His pajvring courser's sides he lanced, , ^^ 


Away! away! at once he glanced, . ., . ,,„, ,, 


Like flame from stricken fliut:, . ( , ,,.„(( 


The greensward scarring broad ajjfi.fj^i^^ [,„;, 


Wheacefast hisheelsof thunder wp«(Bi .^..i/ 


The soft dow's silvery tint. . i ,,,.-, , uriV/ 


There fell no rain, Jbr many aAiay^d^wh nlj,jtJ j 


It chanced — to wash that traqp UTTJImi.ui .U>'il \ 


That long enduring »liut;i,, , „.|iiifiI.| iI 1 
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Ah ! woe for human hope and trust, 
The traces that we leave in dust. 

Or on the grass that &cPe», 
May longer than ourselves endure, 
More steadfast and more strong and sure 

Than we—alight flieeting shades-! 
Ourselves, our business, and our carea,-T- 
Our mightj/ interests, joys j despairs, 

Our weighty hopes and fears. 
May long have been erased — forgot, . 
Lost, lost, 'mong the old things that are not, 
While stamped on some late-trodden spot^ 

Our foot-print yet appears ! 
The coal-black charger's hoof of speed 
Doth answer well the rider's need, 

And faithfully, I trow. 
And thus, with mingled pride and pain, — 
By one of war's tremendous train 
The first steps of that march were ta'en, 

Whose end all kingdoms know ! 



: ■< 



I.THE MAIDEN OF MOSCOW. 



CANTO 11. 

1. 

Th' imperial captain fiilmined forth 
His fierce defiance to the North : 
" Soldiers ! " 'twas thus th' appeal was c 
Ilia mighty mind was thus avouch'd ; 
" Dragged on by an imperious fate. 
Behold proud Russia's giant state ! 
March! march! — the rolling Niemen c 
Bear consternation, fear, and loss, 
Far through Her territorial wilds ;— 
While coming gloiy bravely gilds 
Our arms, — and promises to reign 
O'er this our second proud campaign 

Of Poland — as before ! 
But well our second peace shall bear 
Its own firm guarantee — declare. 
With voice impartial, just, and fair, 
To Russia — bearded in Her lair — 
Her counsel's influential share 

In Europe is no more ! " 



II. 
Who may describe that niighly host 
Which made tliat laurell'd leader's boast? 
Unnnniber'd tribes and nations blent. 
Framed that monarchic arniauient. 
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OmU Xenea lop to life aad bnalk, 

Ebvj ibontd b^gbt bin faid lo deuK V 

C«M Ibeedam'fi ea«iaef«r lord 

Be once mm* to tiie ii^t rt^and. 

He woold not we^ tor toUb beside — 

AA tmi la afanv tbat Ie«ii«r s piitk ! — 

Sod Tictocies M tbote bands so bntie — 

So proud, most gun — leave nongfat to cnre ! — 

Wbiie th' iuuTer»] glorj's %ht 

Most, like tiie aoa, make all things bright : 

To think that other cooquests yet 

Could add to wreaths ao thickly set 

Would seem dishoDour sore : 
>'o I Fame is finish 'd ! — Fate fulhll'd ! 
Yet Victont'fi eouI through all instill'd 

Shall gloiy erermoxe! — 
Cooquest shall conquer oa for ever — 
Eternal gain, withoat eodeavour! 
Ad ererlasting victory. 
The Ticiory of each host axast be! 
How gloriously the legions go, 
SettiDg the air around a-glow t 
The myriads of that Suzerain's inigi 
Hia lions of the thooderous fight^ — 

Their sabres' dreadful daylight bare. 

And forth in joy and hope they fare : 
Forth speed they &tat in ]H)wer and pride, 
There seeras one earthqaakfi where they ride^ 

One lightning where they glare ! 
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Star of the North ! Shrond — shroud ttiy beams. 
Those sabres' hot dtsastroas gleams 

Shall dry up all thy rays. 
Winter shall vauish from the world ; 
Hia sceptre from his cold grasp hurl'd, 
(Though yet thy glories shall Ije fui-I'd) — 

Shine — Realms of Frost ! — one blaze ! 
One blaze of these proud arms, the while 
An atmosphere doth round them smile, 
Of splendour nothing may defile, 

Well lengthening out his days, — 
Lengthening and lightening days of climes, 
Where once look'd pale, ev'u summer's primes. 
And dull morn's roseate ways ! 
Where art thou in that martial crowd — 
Suzerain of armed battalias proud. 
Their leader and their liege avow'd? 
Thou with thy guards, th' invincible, ' 

Dost forward march, upholden well 
With hope and grim delight, and trust 
To tread an empire into dust ! ' 

Lord of the laurels '. ponderest thou ' ' 

The Justice of thine actions now ? — 
Didst ponder well and meetly pause 
To weigh the worth of thy great cause? 
Ere Battle, summoned once again, 
Rose from red dnst with ftirions train ! — 
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Dreiui poteatate of armameDts, 

Think'st yirtue to thy vow aseents, — 

Tby rash aod minoua vow, to doom 

A nation's freedom to the tomb ? 

Ride on ! Heaven's will is done through thee ; 

Who reads th' Almighty Mystery ? — 

The Future and our Faith ! 
Ride on ! Whatever thy human mood, 
From evil yet may spring up good — 

Be it as Justice saith ! 

IV. 

Thou may'st be made — Oh, dark! Oh, blind, 

Th' awakener of a people's mind ! — 

Th' enkindler of their soul — 
Their more majestic soul, renew'd, 

When all the low is lost — subdued, — 

The little dares no more intrude — 

The great hath chief controul ! — 
For patriotism s wakened zeal. 
Bright honour — 'tis a heaven to feel ; — 

And duty's 'bests fulfilled — 
Exalt a nation's mighty heart 
^rhrough every generous, glowing part — 

By petty aims unchiird« — 
A high disinterested ^euse 
Of feeling bauisho:^ from thence 

All stale and trivial drt'ams — 
Tbfcir cares are ffrowu colossal thou — 
tisuth man is brother ot' ail men — 

I»Te onirersal beams ! 
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Then spread, — and ne'er to sink again 

To sens, its mingling Btreams t 
Al! interests nobly merged in one. 
As one Stupendous Virtue shone : 

Each felt and wrought for all. 
And selfishness was not, — nor fear, — 
Sonls grew to souls more sacred-dear 

Than ever since the fall \ 
For public dangers make men bold — 
Endear all ties a thousand fold. 

And bind iu blessed thrall! 



Thus dearer to each other sheivn— 
Dearer to Him who made them grown, 

They well may blessing claim ; 
So fi-om a national distress 
May spring a common happiness. 

Without or taint or blame! — 
And thou, that fain as conqueror dread, 
Through prostrate realms would' st glorying tread, 

And rule with rod of steel — 
May'st prove — so Heaven doth well controul — 
Creator of their loftier soul, 

And Cause of tlieir best weal ! 



VI. 
From Italy's delicious shores 
A human tide impetuous pours, 
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To swell tliat warrior throng. 
They leave titeir deep «iipurpled sky — 
Their atmosphere a wann laxnry — 

The flower — the grape— -the song. — 
They leave their land of palaces. 
Where nil diYine eDchaDtmeat is. 

For rugged climes and bleak : 
The fouQtaiii and the vine-robed plain — ■ 
The grot — the iirn — ihe classic fane — 
Th' untroubled lake — the tideless main. 

For fikies no su)i-tints streak ! 
Their oarlh that half in heaven appears, 
Where bright her Alpine brow she rears. 

They leave for deserts blind ; 
Where, strelch'd in stark maDotony, 
The iinsumnicr'd laBd!>ca|:>es Trear\-ing lie, 

A load on eye and uiiad ! 



VII. 
From (.iuadalquivir's banks of bloom 
Proud Chivalry's own firsi-hom oom« ?■*;*""•" 

Spain's godlike kings of fight!— ■■••>'^m 
Shout, " To the rescue for Casiile! " 
Brace casque ou bead, — bind spurs on heel. 

Ye men of mould and might! — 
Hidalgo fierce, and rs^-alwr. 
Let the .\ndalu9ian ooursers r«ir 

Beneath jroiir warlike wejgiii. 
Guerilla atBunth, and Torreadore, 
With Frceduiu's meteor'd Iricolvr, 
ill S|iain'B !iW bnnncr'd slate. 
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Arm ! Krm ! on St. lago call ! ^^^^| 


Coaie, bold and bnwe ! ooioe, cme and ail .' ' ''') ^^^^| 


Yg matadores. ibr brand and ball— ^^^^| 


Leave horos ibat toss and tear — ^^^^| 


Let Spaia's deatli-lasluDg bulU go free ; ^^^^| 


'Gainst Serbian prowler fierce mnf^ ye ^^^M 


Couch lance of flame triompbaDtly — ^^^| 


Old Aluacovy's griio bear ! 3^^^^^H 


^^^^^H 


Throng'd there — Bavaria's blae-eyed 90ns— ^^^| 


Forget the soil where Danube runs, ^^^H 


Through harveat-fielde — right plenteous ones, ^^H 


A monarch to the roaio ! ^^H 


Aye ! subject 10 that sovereign sea, ^^H 


He seems as mighty and as free, 


The glory of the plain ! 


They crowd into the ranks of war. 


To plunge in those chill regions far, 1 


Of barrenness and gloom— ^^J 


Changing the prunlng-hook and scythe ^^H 


To lance and sword, with bearing blythe; ^^H 


Resigning suiile and bloom. ^^^| 


Ah ! yet may they recall in vain, ri' ^^^H 


With yearnings of a sickening pain, { ^^^^ 


Affectionate and strong, .^d u^^lobiH ^^^H 


Those days of calm repose and peace '■«' "(M*.! ^^^H 


That roll'd in glad and. bright increase. 1 ^^1 


Luxuriously along; "- ' 
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v^'j:^*: v:is£e$ around them spread, 
.d^^iiibiutW' wild and dread 
. ■»« !i Jit every side ; 
: ^ .v^e*-a> lardships bow ihem down^ 
...fc^t > wedkness even to own, 
ut ^lAUCs in great pride ! 

IX. 

;v*u Jiht^r climes and regions crowd 
vi UA i thousands at that summons loud 
.; .kk;» not all the tale to tell), 
V> .u si^une deep magician's spell; — 
I rw tair-liair'd tribes of Saxony 

NiiHU Regnier leads — brave hearts and free — 

VV c^tplialia's phalanx'd warriors cling 

Aivuud the banner of their king ; 

b^ivuil Poniatowski heads his Poles — 

I Uo fire of ages in their souls, 

\.\M\g smouldering — now no check controuls ; 

SouH of the Jagellons^ and heirs 

Of the old Piastes, leave — leave your lairs — 

{ \m\e forth, ye lions! — from your mane 

Shake, as the dew-drop, now your chain ; 

l/ji with your ensigns to the sky — 

The patriot's vow is victory ! 

In Poland's burning veins now stirs 

'I'he blood of th' ancient Casimirs ; 

'i'h* old Sobieskies' boun<}ing blood. 

With Kosciusko's fiery flood I 
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Let wakeniog LithuBDia start, 

And join with Poland, heart to heart ; 

While France' throned eagles, liuk'd with yours, 

Soar to a eky no cloud obscures, 

And eyeing Freedom's dawn begun. 

Flash ray for ray, — ^and aun for sun! — 

Each glance of their unshackled eye, 

A dazzling noun of Victory ! 

Let Czartoryski's heart rejoice. 

And let him raise his honour'd voice. 

Grand mareschal of their senate's choice; 

The Nestor of their councils he 

In reverenced Eld'a supremacy ; 

His country's prospects brightening round, 

Her yoke uiiUxd, her gyves unbound ; 

Now lend that Spirit — born to aspire 

Even more than Youth's triumphant fire! — 

From Slavery's ashes they th' accurst 

Behold the all-glorious phijenix burst, 

Still beautiful with old renown. 

And, crown'd with new majestic crown. 

Appareli'd with thy pomp, oh ! Past, 

Where stars o{ Future light are cast! — 

A fair, — yet venerable sight. 

To fill the astouish'd earth with light. 



Amidst this mighty army's throngs 

Of various climes, and laws, and tongues, 



d 
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lion many a nob)e mind elate 

Rushes impetuously oa fate ; 

For honour and distinction pines, 

Beckon'd where bright adventure ehinee! 

What dreams on fire, with daring's zeal! — 

What prompt resolyea — firm judgments steel ! 

What quick upspringings of the soul! — 

What stretchings on to glory's goal ! — 

There beat strong hearts, whose bright desiro" 

Might kindle embryo worlds with fire, 

Or proudly (hearts that ne'er have blench'd !) - 

Light up unquicken'd suns, or quench'd!^ 

Tlieir fen' our ^deathless and profound — 

Their force — their faith — without a bound ! 

On such electric energies — 

Such elements of life as these — 

Creation's issues might depend, '' 

Did ev'n soch zeal not find its end ! 

Their thought might wield the worlds above- 

Did even skcA fire not transient prove! — 

But whispers low a voice that saith — 

"Tlie end of snch things is but death." 



M 



XI. 
Glory is but a passing flame — 
Honour the nothing of a name ! 
And victory but an empty sound ;— 
These petty triumphs have (heir bound I' '' 
Then mourns the full heart in the hrea«K«» 
.ugustly troubled and distressed ! «>"" 
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^7 



The high soul stoopti to prey oD«aj:«t-T^jiiii woH 
Maguificcntly sorrowing tberei . ' '-r.ir h.IbiiII 
Rejecting — once the adored renown— ■ <-\ 

The blaztMi'd guids — the fiery crown ! — ,1 
And sighiDg for a lazier slate, .^i if 

Greater Uirough wish of being great, i.nn loiiH 
Than through the proudest helps oi'&Ul^ >'\'*'N 
Raised higher by the exalting; will, ' '/ 

Than all that might its aims fultil ; — 1 

Aje! lificd more by such desire ,' 

Than could it — all it asks acquire I — 
Oh — more — yet ineasurelo«aly more — 
Advanced — upraised — from Earth's dim floor*-^ 
From all llie nothinguess of dust — 
Than were its dreams — all truth, all trust! 
Yes! — Nought can shine so high-suhlime 
Through all Eternity as time — - ' 

As this brare challenge, proud and high — 
Defiance given to Destiny ! , i I 

This mounting through the empty space — <_\ 
This speeding through the goalless raoemrM v lufl 
This grappling with the worlds unscQni-rTM .ffj'- 
This being what we ne'er have been ! — ■ 
The soul with mightiest yearnings fraught- 
Wins all things — wakes all tluQgjB frnm go(ight — 
Creating to ilself alone— ^,|l,th^.l f»dt fiiortoH 
And making wondrpuslyit^.oijini ii„( yioi.,,, i,nA 
The Glory ne'er yet felt nor known, I'ltii -ja-jilT 
And shaping out such shadowy schemAiinm nwH 
As mocks the Real wit^.?., jprfttw,!,-::-,!- fUurjfi'f, 



f r- I. 
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Oh ! greatest 'tis to be so great 
Uainst strong Reality and Pate ; 
And nobler is this grand distress 
Than all atfibierement's best success— 
Than all snpremacy's excess ! 

XII. 

They part — they pass — they wind — they wheel — 

They sweep along — a sea of steel — 

A forest of far-shadowing plames — * 

Like foam — where billowy Ocean booms — • 

Huge heaving hills seem rolling there. 

Where massive chariots, ordered fair, ' 

■ 

Their ponderous passage take — 
Aye! heaving hills of Car and Wain, — - *' 
Those terrors of the artillery train 
That groan along the encnmbered plain, • ' ' ' 

And teach the ground to shake ! — 
One Firmament of Lightning shines 
'Mid air — where o'er those lengthening lines - ' 
Their banners, hung from straight-stemmed {^tl^s, 

Float broad their skyey course — '' 

Dense clouds of Infantry o'erspread 
The earth, (where strange eclipse they shed-^ 
Reverberates loud their measured tread — ) 

And Hurricanes of Horse! — 

XIII. ..Ji./V 

Tbos the Army of Invasion pours^ •' '• 

like Oceans that o'erflow their shores — 
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n 


1 A flood of life aod breath. 


M 


1 That commonwealth of conquerors there. 




Their trappings glittering with Despair 




And Death* that pales the conacioufi air,— 




(Each pants his leader's &nie to share) — 


^^1 




^^H 


That nation of Napoleons comes ! 


^^^ 


Now tremble, Europe's threatened homes! — 


^^H 


They come in rushing wraih. 


^^H 


A NATION OP Napoleons! — They 


^^^1 


Would snatch another world and lay 


^^H 


Er'n at their monarch's feet to-day. 


^^1 


And make all hU beneath ! 


^^ 


Each, emulous of that dread fame. 




Would buUd an echo of His Namb 




On deeds of doom and death ! 




Sweep on, tremendous waves of war I 




Methinks arise dim mists from far. 


^_^^^J 


Stretched overshadowingly, 


'WJ^M 


That round your crests of terror cling. 




And pale them, and about them fling 


i^^^^^l 


A wan cold hue of perishing — 


. ^^^^^H 


The livery of the Grave's stern king 


^^^1 


When stricken spirits flee ! 


^m 


XIV. 


1 


And Russia! dost thou -wait supine 


^ 


While banded powers thus challenge thine ? 


1 



^ 
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Not SO t Spreads fast and free > 

'I'liruugli ber great empire's broad extent. 
One towering mood magnificent. 

From boundary sea to sea ! 
'I'hroned conqueror 1 gaze upon this sight, 
Dtaclosed to mental view arigbt, 

And own its dignity ! 
From tossing Baltic's waves of pride. 
To waters of the Caspian's tide, 
Or the Arctic Ocean's iron side, 

Her myriads summoned be ! 
Rassia in arms awaits the shock, 
Firm as some time-unshaken rock, — 

Russia in arms 'gainst thee ! 
Aye ! not her hosts' proud ranks alone, 
Slrong-rallying round her shrine and throne, 
In attitude of might are shewn, — 

A nobler muster 's made. 
There marshalled are the minds of men, — 
More strong to aid than ten times ten 
The opposing myriads told again — 

A Sabaoth-strength to aid ! 
There gathered in one glorious mass. 
Stand forth great thoughts that shall not pasa^'l 

TFicre centered la their heart,^ — 
OlHiliope — one will — one soul — one trust — i 
Oiw chartered purpose and august! 
HoM Mirr; dajfence, not built on dust, — 

Vrom earth, — clay, — death, — apart! — 
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A mighty championship indeed ! 
Break — break the spear, — an useless reed ; 
Set free your weak ally, the steed, — 
Forget your phalanxed swarms to lead, — 

Your sounding chariots burn. 
Yes ! million bosoms well may prone 
To earth be pressed before The One ; 
These myriads massed to One alone, — 
Till those that hate might change their tone. 
By the union of their Love undone — 

Whose lessons first they learn ! — 
Whose tasks first thus are learned, — 'twere well 
Could they, too, practice these; — the spell 

Of Love, the bright, the bland, — 
Confessing thus, till crushed might fall, 
Before that Victory-Presence all 
Those foes, and own your virtue's thrall — 

True heroes — thrice-linked band ! — 

XV. 
Your brows with haloes shine enwreathed, 
With angel-panoplies ye are sheathed ; — 
There Heaven, tteice over, sure hath breathed 

The quickenings of Her might ! 
Bright armies of the embattailled thought, — 
The untameable — the unbribed — the unbought ! — 
Have Ye, to these fierce conflicts brought 

Ye souls, unstained and white ! — 
Champions of Conscience, league sublime, — 
Blessed — honoured to remotest time, 
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Indeed the invinciljle! 
Maa dare not dream wimt powers divine. 
Whose shadows ev'n with victory shine. 
May help your war, your barriers line. 

And 'midst your atrongholda dwell ! 
Dread chivalry of the upraised heart, — 
The immortal, the immaterial part, 

Whose arms are Faith and Right! — 
Battalia of the purposed soul. 
Whose glory claims Heaven's blazon roll, 

March on \ like Truth and Light ! 
Innuinerous as the sands must be. 
In aooth your legions pioud and free. 

And borne on lightning wing. 
Thoughts — warriors alll — high Feelings, made-^ 
Leaders of Feelings that arrayed 

In endless triumphs spring ! — 
Succession ceaseless — boundless tiow 
Of high resolves, that gush and glow 

As conquest's heart was won !^ 
All patriot hopes — all hero-dreams 
Together blend their countltss streams,— 

Far lengthening on and on ! — 
Tbe electric sympathies are spread 
From sense to sense, while strength is shed |4| 
Ev'n on the very frailest head,— 
Methinks seem here, in sooth, no Deadl-^\ 

They spread so wide and far ! — 
With Hope, Faith, Honour, Ardour rife 
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Tbc Land seems like one boundless Life, ^^^^| 


Upstarting to the immortal strife, ^^^^| 
Cheered on by hnliest star ! " ^^^^| 


Heaven's peace past understanding seems, — ^^^^| 
(So much that strife on their side teems ^^^H 


With sacred ai^ument—puredrefims — ) '^ ^^^^| 


In heart of all their war ^^^H 


XVI. 1 


Tfiey start— tliey wake— like wildfire, swift ^^J 

The impulse doth each heart uplift— ^^H 

Each thrilled existence warms! ^^H 


The Spirits of the People spring, ^T^ 
As though new freed, on heavenward wing, j 
And press, and crowd, and throng, and cling, — ' 


A universe in armst— 


More strong, ev'n measurelessly more, 
Than empire's strength when battle's roar 


Shakes earth, as billows shake the shore, 


Far scattering wreck and rout ! ^^^^, 


Tis not war's iron clang and din — lIA^g^^^^H 


Too oft man's protid and splendid sin,— ^^^^^^^| 
Whose tissued web the Furies spin, — ' ^^^^^^^| 


All thai is most of God within ' ^^^H 


Most sways and speaks >vithout ! ^^^^H 
Russia ! let no vague fears oppress, ^^^^| 
With faint dismay and pale distress ; "^ ^^^| 

Through thy proud realms immense, ' ' ^^^H 
With calm determined soul await '("" ''''^ 1 


The alow developements of Fate ; 1 
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Deliverance yet shall make elate 
The injured land, the outraged state, 
Which still shall hurl, sublimely great, 

Defiance and Defence ! 
Russia! the deep Solution, soon 
Of this strange crisis shall be known. 

Bear on undaunted still ! 
The Unvanquishable Right — the Rock 
Supports thee in this deadly shock, 

And man's great World of Will ! 



• t 



. • , •* 
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"CANTO III. 



I. 

Pass we the toilsome march and long, 
Outwearying oft the staunch and strong. 

Though fired with hope and pride. 
Pase we details of martial kind, — 
How those o'erwiielming hosts combined, 

In various parts divide, 
Stretched o'er a wide and sweeping space. 
Beneath their separate chiefs they trace 

Their stern, momentous way ! — 
In mighty masses on they roll, 
Portions of that o'erpowering whole 

No bulwarked fence shall stay ! 
Pass we the plans, their place that find 
Within the conqueror's master-mind. 
Those wonder-working schemes designed. 

That Time must yet unveil ! — 
And pa?s we, too, those hardships dire 
That tame the mettled soldier's fire. 

That well may make him quail, — 
The horrors of destructive war 
Already frown unfolding far. 
Confusion, with her cloudy hands. 
Spreads discord 'midst those vasty bands. 
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But pass we this and all, — 
And pause not till, on Niemen's banks, 
We hail the warrior-emperor's ranks, 

Whose legioned throngs appal ! 



From various points, in different parts. 
Distributed by skilful arts. 

The columned lines advance ; 
And troop by troop, and train by train, 
The rolling river's boundary gain ! — 

On! on ! — imperial France! 
Westphalia's King his squadrons guides 
Toward Grodno, near the river's tides, 

There thousands shake the strand. — 
Straight, to a point — Pilony named. 
Speeds, Italy ! — thy viceroy famed — 

With those of his eonimand ! 
The mighty Sovereign, too, moves near, — 
The old Neimen's glistening currents clear. 

And he hath made his stand 
Near Nogaraiski, close beside 
Those hurrying waters that divide 

Tbe far-extended land ! 
Distant from Kowuo this may be, 
T is said, perchance some fair leagues three ; 

And here the ambitious chief 
Paused for awhile in pondering mood, 
And gazed full deeply on the flood ; 
Yet not for long tbere gating stood, — 

Such moods in him were brief! 
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S7 


^^H 




It ma a fine and startling scene 




TTiat asked ihe observanl eye, I ween, — 




The scene that spread developed there 




Serene, yet rugged — stem, yet fair; 




With all the adjuncts strange that made 




Its magic picture, full displayed. 




The advancing column's foremost line 




Had reached the river's serpentine. 




And far and wide the flash of arms 




Gleamed from the dense and serried swamis ; 




The presence of their terrors gave 




But brighter chrystal to the wave 




That rolled in quiet beauty on, 




And sparkling flowed, — and dimpling shone,— 




Belting the laud with silvery zone. 




Beneatb the o'er- canopying shade 




Of forests huge these waters strayed ; — 


' 


Huge forests on the Russian side, 


^J 


Tliat stood arrayed in all their pride, 


M 


And frowning stooped, and feathering swept. 


^ ^m 


Tdl in those waves their boughs were djpp'd. 


""- -H 


Tis morning's young and opening hour. 


' ■ 


Bui where Pilwisky's forests tower, 


n.u ^m 


Still ancient night seems throued in glooBa;?wi 


MT ^m 


And daylight iioveririg round his tomb! y-'d 'it^/V' ^^^| 


Such crowding shadows there aniaaeed 


....'1 ^m 


A dimness o'er the dawning cast, 


.A H 


But bickering arms, now broad and bright. 


'' V 


Give aid to that upspringing Light ; 


J 


^ ^^^^^^^^^^^1 


H 
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And, spite the close trees' sombre screen, 
Shoot many a quivering ray between. 

IV. 

Roll — roll! bright river — doubly fair 

For that Portentous Presence there ! 

Roll — roll unto the expecting main, — 

(Where rivers pour themselves like rain) — 

Without the semblance of a stain ! 

Flow to the Baltic's sounding deep. 

Where merged, thy rippling waves shall sleeptfl 

To Courland's gulph thy course pursue, 

As track of feathered arrow true : 

The term to which thj currents flow. 

The armed thousands that behold thee know ! 

The end thou seek'st is stamped and shown, — 

Ah ! who shall tell them of their own ? -J 



Where — where speeds on, with sound and % 
That mightier- rolling human stream ? — 
Those living waves of power and pride — 
Oh! whither wends their hurrying tide? 
Higher than e'er rose spring or flood. 
Now rise the torrents of their blood — 
Where is the term to which they tend? 
Where is their limit and their end ? 
Where is the goal to which they rush ? 
Prophetic voice of Sorrow, — hush! 
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Not long — I said, the Emperor's gIsfHi^,»a ,bn/s 
Was fixed — a aioiuenlajy trance !~- ih(n I'^imI^ 
He starts from wandering thuuglite' light sway. 
Subjects of heavier charge to weigh ; 
And now new-slrung to high resolves. 
On him, by choice, the laak. devolves, <) 

In front of those battalioncd ranks, ; | 

Of reconnoitring Niemea'a banks, — ;( 

Sudden he wheeled his charger round ■ 

On tliat uneven, shppery ground ; ,7 

Sharp turns tlie steed with headlong bound — ' 1 
Which hints from threatening spurs provoke—' 
With faultering step — with floundering stroke 
(The while the faitliless girths gave way)— 
The Wai-Horse struggled to obey — | 

Then felt the rough ground tail at need, — 
His footing missed — that mettled steed 
Of gallant blood and generous breed. 

And horse and rider fell, — 
In face of all those thousands there 
They fell ! — that mightiest contjueror ! — where — 
Where bides he. Glory's lofliest heir, 

Whose praise all nations swell ! — 
Where bides he? — prostrate in the dust , , 

Before his hosts, — his pride — his trust — , _ 

That serveil.^|p ;hefi^,iip,ij;eJl!,, , „.,,, ^ ,, „ 



.,>*• 



,Vi. 



" III iinguring sign and otncn dark, ' 

A voice exclaimed, though none inigiil. T^ark 
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Whence ieeued t!ie accenls stern ! 
(Fast round confusion gathering sprend) 
" Dire boding chance and portent dread, 

A Roman would retlrk!" 
The Emperor's eye flashed living fire — 
Laoke fraught with proud disdain and ire ! 

Once more he seized the rein — 
Short space for such miechance he halt», 
Full suddenly and swift he vaults 

Into hie seat again! 
An hundred wreaths of foam make white 
His charger's neck and harness bright. 

His smoke of fiery breath 
Rolls from his nostrils on the air, 
He flashes, s^hooting here and there. 
And lightening plays, as when ye bare 

Your sabre from its sheath ! 

VII. 
The task resumed is soon fultilled — 
The experienced eye, well practised — BkilledH 

But brief delay requires. 
The recognition made, ere long 
Napoleon, with his circling throng. 

Unto his tent retire^. 
At set of sun — at fkll of day, I'l' >dJl 

The word is given which all obey. 
Soon preparation's stii is shewn. 
Three bridges o'er the stream are throwiiH-^<lj 
Three bridgut epau the mdi^nunt str«inii* '^n 
That Uiurniui'B as in imulilLd dream! — 




Thar mrA Ae ch^J tJe *mws li ■! wh. 
Hat srdiifaA amfi o'«r srifc od ^BUk S— 
But nil. ifcM miiM. qi^'A, iwgiJ.— iJ; 
ThM aad tfae G^ iUl ^B 7W eaal; 

TUL 



Ib •ImBop %ht— « fr>gae aik— 

A eoapaiij of BMcn fint 

(WUk ihawJi far ihe adrounv thint). 

And paih fi«a fiiemQj ahu n u tbdr ba«i 

That ofaiMMt aeeaw afisid lo So«t. 

Bat nrift ib^ take tlietr mtmdem »m;. 

Like tigen stcali^ on tbeir prey. 

Nor nteet rtail'inrf nor dcUy — 

Hiey croH the water'* ^itteiing patb. — 

Vaant-oounen they of wrong aod wratb. 

Heralds of mio and of woe ; 

Bat on ibey harry — be it so! 

And now tbeir liale voyage dooe. 

The bavea of tbeir hopes u wod. 

The KireiDost of the veotarous band 

Hatb reached ibe bank — hath leapt to land. 

And there triainphaDt takes his stand 

Upon the opposing, hostile strand. 



IX. 
And did no earthquake nisbing rend 
That soil on wbieh they dared descend. 
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And shattering, heave the insulted ground "^ 

To yawning anarchy around! 

When thus the first French foot was placed>4 

The first step of invasion traced 

On the earth aggrieved on which they burst'll 

With bold audacious haste accursed — 

When this fell stride was ta'en — the firstI 'i 

And doth no ambuHhed foeman start 

To strike the aggressors to the heart? 

No hidden ranks upspringing, bare 

Their sheathless sabres in the air, — 

A steely barrier threatening there ? 

Where bides the phalanxed patriot host 

That these should greet with stern accost, 

Defenders of their menaced soil — 

That back should make these foes recoil ? 

None — none appear — 'tis silence all : 

No voice — no breath — no foot's light fall — 

Of theirs ev'n the echoes seem to cease.- 

AU — all on the outraged shore is peace — 

War is but on their side! 
There spreads his dreadful pomp of gli 
There gleam his shows of threatening doom-A* 
Gorgeous o'er-gildings of the tomb — 

There frowns his fearful pride ! 



'Tis silence all, and silence still — 
Hush ! did the leafy forests thrill t^ 
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Awakes & sudden gale ? 
A rustling noise ! — a stealiog sound! — 
It deepens — Ha! — do foes surround, >> 

Mustering in twiliglit pale? I 

A lonely apparition starts < ■ ' 

Before that knot of gallant hearts ! 

Singly this seeks the strand, 
A solitary horseman rides 
From out the wood, and dauntless guides 

His steed to where they stand. 
Sole Representative is he 
Of Russia's giant monarchy. 
Her Empired strength fiTjm Sea to Sea, 

Her people and her prince ! '' 

That Cossack chief alone appears, ' ' 

His brow a calm composure wears, 
His words and looks betray no fears — 

Emotions slight evince I 

XI. 
And thus his voice the silence broke, 
Tlius challenged he the band and spoke, 
" Who are ye. Strangers, — Whence? — declare f 
Answered the foremost soldier there, 

" Frenchmen ! and straight from France I "^- 
Challenged to challenger replies 
With voice unshaken by surprise. 

With like unquailing glance. 
I guess it was a wond'rous scene, ' 

Those men — r river roU'd between i I'l 



I 
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The army and their band — 
That single Cossack chief before 
The invaders of his country "s shore — 

Hb TJolated land ! 
The invaders clustering ia their pride 
So thick along the opposing side 

Where now they make their stand ! 
And still there keeps undaantedly 
His place, with bearing firm and free, 

And reins his rugged steed, — 
That narrior lofty and alone, 
And asks again, in echoing tone, 
Their errand and their need : — 
" Wherefore to Russia have ye sped. 
Wherefore her confines dare ye tread, 

I charge ye, tell aright ?" — 
"To CONQUER ve! — Make Wilna ours — ■ 
Pluck Poland from your tyrant's powers!— 

And crush his sovereign might! — 
For this to Kussia's realm we come, 
For this we beat the hoarse harsh drum, 

And tread our march sublime; 
For this on Russia's soil we stand 
With banner and with battle-brand. 
And brave your barbarous clime!" 



Off dashed the desert's savage son 
Like lightning-tlaBh, just seen and gone. 



MAIDEN OP MOSCOW. 

Right to the covering woods he hies — 
Fast, &st &s fire tram flint he fliex. 
Then deeply, darkly disappears 
Where many a tree its shelter rears. 
The dubious soldiers there amazed, 
A moment mute with wonder gazed, 
Then flushed with sadden fury seek 
Their hate upon hie head to wreak; 
Their loaded guns with reckless ire 
Into those sheltering woods they fire. 

Loud clangs ihe sharp report ; 
Dut when these echoes died away. 
Silence resumed her perfect sway — 

No answering peals retort ! 
Thus by these random shots, and vaiu. 
Began that dire and dread campaign! — 
Napoleon, furious, heard from &r 
This flrst faint signal of the war. 
Perchance that soul so long unbent 
Thrill'd to some dark presentiment — 
Some antepast of gloom and ill 
Shook even his world-defying will ! 
Or it might be that only there 
Awoke a keen prudential care. 



XIII. 
Howe'er it was, his piercing eye 
Flashed fierce with angry brilliancy; 
His accents rang more sharp and stern, 
All round might well his rage discern— 
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His firiti-set lip and lowering brow 
Portended wratli's wild outbreak now ; 
But soon that brow was smoothed once more 
That aspect tranquil as before; 
Whate'er the emotions in his breast, 
He could command them unto reat; 
And countless duties now demand 
The o'er-ruling mind — the ont-tracing handU 
Three hundred warriors straight they send 
Those spanning bridges to defend. 
That Niemeti's watery bar bestride — 
Unto that river's Russian side ; 
Then from the valleys and the wood 
Pours soon the mighty human flood. 
In silence to the borders they 
Advance, and there assembling stay, 
Commanded^arms in hand, to spread 
Their limbs upon the earth's rude bed ! — 
Midst reeds and sedge their couch, behold, I 
Wet with abundant dews and cold. 
Fires are forbidden through the Night. 
No matter! Mom shall yet rise bright. 
And smile away her wrongs aud blight. 
Fast kindling back through ev'ry vein 
Suspended warmth's glad cheer again. 



And be their slumbers calm and deep, 
Even though thus sword in hand they sleep) 
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A weiglity honr 't is true draws nigh — 
Not on their beads its charge shall lie 
Of stern responsibility! 
The morniDg slowly dawns at last — 
The night with all its shades is past. 
Three hundred paces from the flood 
Napoleon's tent conspicuous stood 

Upon the loftiest height; 
!t held dominion o'er the scene. 
And where its snowy bulwarks lean 

Fell first the streaks of light; 
Within that canvass citadel, — 
Oh ! who shall ever dream or t*ll 

What mighty dreams then wrought, 
What rapt emotions rose and fell 
With withering ebb — with gathering swell — 

An universe of thought ! 
Oh! — who or what shall ere make clear 
The purposes portentous there 

That started into birth — 
Where through the watches of the night. 
He dwelt — the terrible in might — 

The Thunderer of the earth ! 



XV. 

Tamer and Trampler of the world ! — 
Was slumber round thy spirit furled 

Through those long mortal hours?— 
Surely the tempest of thy mind 
Then left thee not to rest resigned, 

While dark the fiiture lowers* — 
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The deatiuy thyself Ijalh bade 

And beckoned forth, — and moulding made,^ 

Claims mastery o'er thy soul ; 
So they who call up from the dead 
Mysterious Forms of wrath and dread. 

May not those forms controul ! 
Thy self-appointed hour is come, — 
JS'ow — thou 'rt draped onward by thy doom 



XVI. 
The morn is ris'n, the East is red ; 
Up, soldiers! — from your clay-cold bed. 
Your dewy couch beside the wave. 
Chill as the precincts of the grave ! 
Up, soldiers! scattered thousands ! — riset— 
The day is new-launched in the skies ! 
The signal now their leaders give. 
Hills — valleys — woods — are all alive — 
Earth to existence seems to start 
With bounding pulse and throbbing heart, , 
So densely throug'd is every part; 
And while away the night is driven 
She lifts a human face to heaven ! 
So close, so crowded — gathering fair — 
The multitudes and myriads there ! 
Hath the risen sun created now 
Strange semblance of himself below? — 
Such splendour breaks on every side 
From hriafling arms shed far and wide ; 
Earth beams! — rays seem to dance and dart 
From every point — through every part. 
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A dazzling deluge all of light — 
A atarrincss to thought and sight ! 



XVII. 

Another signal, and they move 

These hours to seize and to improve ; ' 

In three close columns inarch they forth 

To shake the stout heart of the IVorth ! 

They move in masses deftly trained. 

And soon the extrcmest verge is gained. 

Straightened and narrowed, now they shrink 

To chain of firm though finer link, 

And meetly lengthening less and less, 

Across those bridges three they press; 

Th' ardour of expectation hot, 

And mad impatience — mastered not — 

Now works confusion dire! 
Each, eager-wild that shore to gain — 
To that new country to attain — 

Precedence would acquire ! 
But checked are soon those tumults all — 
In order hack the stragglers fall — 

Well-practised to obey! 
And lo! the Sovereign Form ! — the adored !— 
He, at whose feet their hearts outpoured 
Throb still — their leader and their lord ! — 

There stands and points their way I 
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xvin. 

De Courcy, how fhy breast thrilled higli 
Beneath that all-comniaiiding eye. 

With looks benignant fixed 
On that vast rapture-kindling throng, 
That hailed with universal tongue 
Their worshipped chief their ranks among. 
And felt within their liearls grow strong, 

Hope, pride, and transport mised ! — 
And he — the monarch's monarch! — he 
The arbiter of worlds!— swelled free 

His heart with joy amain 1 — 
When tima 'twas fixed — 'twas fate — 'twasd« 
Thns passed the Russian Rubicon — 

The first dread step was ta'en ! 

XIX. 

The stormy passion of the war. 
Burning and mighty when afar. 

Then doubly mighty rose 
Within De Courcy 's breast of flame. 
Maddening for earth-surmounting fame — 

When thus 'twas visioned close! 
And now those countless legions thread 
Tlie unbounded forests deep and dread — 

Their onward path they trace ; 
Already much seeined conquered then 
(Though thoy have grappled not with men!) J 

niime,— Distance,— Time.— and Space! 
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Is't bnoyed by thoughts of triumph high. 
Or stirred with sense of dangers nigh, 
Or racked with sharp anxiety, 

Yon mightiest chieftain rides? 
For, sudden with impatience keen — 
Th' Emperor, — while varying shews his mien — 
As he on lightnings launched had been, 
His rushing steed, — dense trees lietween, 

Witli dreadlesG bitnd well guides! 

XX. 

How flies that steed, as thousand wings 
Lent fluttering aid — he bounds and springs, 
And rakes the Russian soil, as though 
To prove the presence of her foe — 
Ploughs deep the bosom of the lund. 
As though to bid her understand 
Her fell Destroyer is at hand. 

The unpitying and the stern ! 
He flies along the echoing waste, 
Half swallowing in his maddened haste 
The far horizon, faintly traced 
Twixt those deep shades full close-enlaced, 

Wliere sunrise-splendours burn. 
He gallops fierce — he gallops far — 
As blown on by the breath of War, — 

Swept thwart that hostile soil ! — 
A glancing meteor seems that form. 
Ruffling the earth into a storui. 

To gaze ev'n grew a toil ; 
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So rapidly bis steps of speed, 

Like tliiinder-shower'e mid-drops, succeed 

Fast, — thick — nor pause, nor fail — 
lie seemed as though he made his track 
The hurrieane on-driven rack, 

And galloped on the gale ! 



XXI. 

Draws rein that uiigbty rider now ! 

Less troubled spreads his breadth of brow. 

Less troubled shews his iace ! , 

With speed subdued — with lightened rein 
He traverses the widening plain, 

Nor more resumes the race ! 
Hark ! — whence that sound the echoes bore, 
Deepening, full like to batteried roar 

From loud artillery sent I 
It gains and gathers on the sense. 
And fills the hearers with suspense — 

Suspense with longing blent ! 
The audience gathered there was such 
As sound of distant fray could touch. 

Far more than finest strains 
Could e'er shake gentler hearts with might 
Of the over- kindlings of delight. 

When pleasure hath its pains ! — 
They drink tliose distant sounds with joy — 
Oh ! — strange, stern luxury — lo destroy ! 
Dark, dreadful sport — to slay! 
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Their very steeds tliut music cheers! 
The war-horse shews with iip-shnt ears, 
And starling veins, that he too hears 
That sound of deepening sway 1 

XXil. ' 

It groans — it grumbles — distant still — 
How strongly thousand bosoms thrill 

In unison of power! 
Symphonious with those murmuring sounds 
How many a heart impatient bounds. 

And pants for combat's hour! 
Lowers darkly Lithuania's sky, 
A load upon the wildered eye 

It eeems to brood and rest. 
The inhospitable Clime doth greet. 
With savage wrath, the approaching feet 

Of its Appalling Guest ! — 
Muttering and groaning, swell and fall — 
Bistinctly heard and marked by all — 
Those tones that hold their souls in thrall, 
Seems the atmosphere o'erspread with pall, — 

Surcharged with gathering gloom. 
And is't — oh! is't War's hoarse delight — 
Is't then a field of distant fight — 
The ordeal of men's measured might 

At Battle's bar of doom ? 
The majesty of Darkness drear 
Seems on the horizon to appear. 
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The horizon swarth and dan ! 
Winds rise — Earth gasps — clouds wildly race- 
Seems Nature covering up her fece, 
While th' elements are lashed apace 
To rage whe r Storm is swallowing Space, — 
Where gloom upclimbs to pride of place — 

Shadow hath struck the sun ! 
It is the thunder-tempest's birth — 
Rebuked appears the trembling Earth, 

E'en like her lowliest things ! — 
As though in anguish of affright, 
Hither and thither chased for flight — 

Th' Air spreads her sweeping wings ! 

XXIII. 

All th' Atmosphere seems like a veil 
To fragments torn, which soon must fail. 

Or, snatched from earth, divide, — 
Thus leave her in her pale distress, 
In helpless, shuddering nakedness, — 

And, rack'd from side to side! — 
The unearthly hubbub gathers round, — 
With deafening tumults heaved profound, — 

Nought else may there be heard ! 
Men marked their comrade's lips move there 
Of murmured speech, yet not aware — 

Vain — vain command's loud word ! 
The storm of those disastrous hours, 
That shook their proud embattailled powers, — 
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Eclipsed their pomp with gloom, — 
Proved, in its rnshiog rule and rise, 
E'en mighty as their enterprise — 

Tremendous as thetr doom ! 



XXIV. 

jj Motion'd the Almighty King of Kinge : 

^^^HBiB mission 'd ministers tlicir wings 
^^^H Stretched trembling to oliey! — 
^^^Hjie spirits of the ravening storm 
^^^^Hass on the firmaments tlieiv form, — 
^^^P And Sound — Sound — Sound — their Sway ! 
That blast earth's ear shall rend and rive ! — 
Bread charioteers! how swift they drive, — 

•(Till Heaven, with the uproar, rocks alive) — 
I Their clattering chariots on ! — 
file mountains tremble at their touch, — 
Their Ruler's might they well avouch; — 

Hell's gates have open Bown I 
To close once more with crack of doom, 
While fiends rage worse in murkier gloom- 
Till fiercelier agonies consume — 
From cause to them unknown ! 



I 



XXV. 
i' armed spirits Night's lushed boundaries curl — 



teir banners furious they 
Rack all — till rest is gone ! 
They breathe I — and maddenir 
iCviathan to Death, — and hur 



furl 



du' 



1 undone ! — 
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They speak ! — and the unborn ages start! 

Life quivering — stirs Death's mouldered heart! — 

The veil of Mystery rends apart — 

From Space to Space strange terrors dart. 

All under their fierce yoke shall smart, 

Since they Heaven's 'hest have won. 
The Immense seem'd with thy power o'erflowed. 
Oh Thou, who hast in heaven abode ! — 
The Eternal Presence flashed abroad. 

The Unvisionably Great! — 
Showered down with fulness of controul 
Upon the silence of the soul — 

These shadowings of thy state ! 



XXVI. 

Heaven's Arch-Omnipotencies crowned — 

(By wondering, — shuddering systems owned) — 

Through crushed creations streamed ! 
Space boomed ! — Hark ! the elemental groans !— 
The wrench of Nature's thunderous zones ! — 
The shock of Worlds — the wreck of Thrones — 

The crash of Gods — it seemed ! — 
Oh ! Marvellous of Might ! — art thou 
Destroying or creating now 

Ten thousand worlds at once ? 
Such throes of Nature's anguish wake — 
While answering she must shrink, and quake, — 
(Seems even Her space-broad glass to break !) — 
Thus challenged — thus overstrained to make 

Reflection for response ! — 
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King of tbe eternities — dread Lord ! 

By panting seraphim adored — 

Buildeat thou a new — more glorious throoe, — 

Fresh pinnacled on heiglits unknown. 

With pyramids of worlds beneuth; 

Suns blazing forth their shadowy sheath ; 

Far pointin<r upwardti, but in vaint 

They cannot point snch height, though fain — 

They cannot jit/int even to Tuy Place, 
Nor aid toward Ihy far-towering reign 
To raise those thoughts that yearn amain — 

To lift those eyes that seek thy trace ! 



XXVII. 

Buildest thou another Throne in Heaven — 
That thus the labouring space seems riven f 
The prostrate, the all-adoring soul. 
Faints, shrivelled, like a ruined scroll. 

Where thy dread steps have trode ! 
The heaven of heavens seemed bared and bent ; 
Time — place — law-— season — element 
Appeared unmarshalled then, or blent. 
To Chaos more magnificent, 

Than fixed Creation shewed ! — 
All Fate's harmunious links seemed rent — 
All spirit shrunk — to silence sent — 
The annihilating awe that went 
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Through all its depths — its powers had spenfl 
Had crushed the Being Mercy lent, 

Tdlthe Universe was God! 
Midst nrecks of these His works — His thrc 
Towered sole, self-shadowing, and alone ! — • i 
Let chaos or creation reign — 
He rules — He rests — and shall remain ! 

XXVIII. 
Such terrors and amazements thrill 
Man's heart, and paralyse his will, — 
When aught disturbs the equal flow 
And altitude of things below ; — 
While high-wrought phantasies will sweep 
To clouds of foam the spirit's deep, 

Through sach o'erwheiming hours! 
'T is then that ruin seems to break 
O'er all, while shattering tempests wake. 

And the awful scene o'erpowera. 

XXIX. 
De Courcy — who had ever stood 
Possessed of calm, undaunted mood, 

Through battle's hours of doom, — 
Felt awed and troubled by the array 
Of Nature's terrors, on that day 

Of empire-cii-cling gloom ! 
Thunders and lightnings, wind and ra 
Ravaged the LtthuanlaQ plain. 
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And spread disorder thruugli that host, 

Oi'iuany a klugdoiu, pride and boast ; — 

'i'Le Giaut Clouds appeared lo bend. 

And darkening earthwards to descend, 

As though to bar and to oppose 

The entrance of" the country's foes! 

Down to the very earth tbey seemed 

To sweep and stoop — (while shrill winds screanie? 

Their dirge of dismal strain profound); — 

Tliey build their wavering wall around ! — 

Their floating fortress ! — to defend 

That threatened land they lower and bend ! — 

Seein the elements instinct with all 

Man's patriot sou!! — "gainst Russia's fall — 

'Gainst Russia's ruin — wrong or tbrall, 

They march! — the scale descends! 
Ail powers appear to lend their aid — 
Hot— Cold— Moist— Dry— Cloud— Storm, and Shade- 

Her CouusellofB and ber Frienda ! — 
Now darker, vaster they appear — 
Those covering clouds that frown more near — 
More stern — more hideous — and more drear — 
Like chains of mountains newly-formed — 
Volcanic chains, — with levin warmed ! — 
These huge colossal clouds outspread, 
And hide the fair sun's beaming head ! 
Disputing with that armtd force, 
Which onwards speeds without remorse. 
The ingress to that mighty realm 
Which seems it they would sooner whelm, 
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And raze with ruin's worst — 
Than leave to the Destroyer's hand, — 
Tiie tender raerciea of his band — 
To black defeat — to slavery's brand — 

To anarchies accursed ! 



XXX. 

The billowy banners of the clouds 

Still spread — and spread— like nations' shrouds — 

Still darts the electric flame ! 
The thunder's bellowing tumults roll — 
Sound — Bound — their clamours through the soul— 

Its earthlier thoughts to tame ! 
Confusion 'mid those hosts was found, 
Tliat matched the wild disorder round — 

Still growing — gathering fast; 
Ten thousand horse— a brave array — 
Like Cataracts on the biittie-day. 
Scattering among the foe dismay, 

Now maddening meet the blast ! 
The dizzying lightnings in their eyes, 
Still startle them with fierce surprise — 

Driven wild with rage and fear, 
They sideways swerve — hound— pause —advance- 
Snort — champ — and, wildly plunging, prance — 

Though checked by hands severe. 

XXXI. 

Ten thousand horse now breaking free, 
From masters reft of mastery, 
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Fill earth with wrath and strife ; — 
Their necks with thunders cloathed and eheathed, 
With hundred clouds of foam are wreathed : — 
The very Storm they leave outbreatbed 

With fiercer Storm of Life ! 
Trampling the ground with earthquake tread — 
Scattering their agony and dread 

In foam and sweat around ! — 
They rampant glare, and furious fling! — 
With desperation's flashing spring, 

And fierce air-cleaving bound ! 
Ten thousand borse stern marshalled there, 
Break through their ranks in brave despair, 

All challenge ! — all confound ! — 
Now scattered far and wide, they seem 
Like broken shadows in a dream — 

Where discords strange abound ! — 
Now clashed together, ns above 
Yon clouds in threatening masses move, — 

Whence shoois the while-winged blaze : — 
Their fiery spirits seem to dart — 
From forth their living fraines — and part, — 
They phreuzied leap, and plunge, and start — 

So stung with wild amaze ! 
Wliile rattling 'gainst their sides I trow, 
Their battle-harness sbivereth — lot 
At times together serried so. 
By blindfold chance — they dream they go 
In headlong hurry on the foe, 

And chai'ge — and charge amain ! 




THE MAIDEN OF MOSCOW. 



So oft in battle had tliey borue 
Their lords on rushing wings of morn. 
And shared their valorous vein I 



XXXII. 

Still instinct sways with wondroue force 
The brave breast of the noble horse ; 

(As erst shewed one brave steed 
In England's wars, of Lion fame — 
Whose lord fell, mark'd by murderous aim — 
Which, riderless and free, — yet came 
To chaise with those that charged, the same 

As though urged on at need ! — 
And driven by hand, — heel, — heart — of flam 

Though none might guide nor lead !) 
Still — etill the bellowing tempest roars— 
The rain in deluge-fnry pours! — 

No respite — no remorse I 
Wilder and wilder o'er the plains, 
Like meteors streamed their shooting manes- 
Lava and levin in their veins — 

Swept on those clouds of horse ! 

XXXIII. 
With furious feet they scorn aud spurn 
The lightnings round that biukering burn ; 

Or flash the Hashes back 
With their outstarting eyes of Hanie, 
That make those winged Destructions taiueJ 

Illumining their track ! 
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(Those lightnings quivering warm around 
Seemed turning all the trembling ground 

To pale, faint, aery rack). 
Back they retort the skies' red rage, — 
Their phrenzy nothing can assuage — 

Blow back the staggered gale — 
From their tempestuous nostrils spread — 
Distended — dyed with deepest red ! — 

Thick fall their steps like hail; 
While skies are lowering nearer earth, 
These seem hali 'maddening into mirth, — 
As they would rake to ruinous birth 

A thousand tempesta more ! 
And pawing at the Firmament, 
Break up the founts within it pent, 

And dash them on Earth's shore! 
The fountains of the Upper Deep — 
The waters gathered on an heap — 

Those Firmaments above I 
Ne'er yet was shewn such wondrous sight — 
From fixed foundations of iler might 

Seem'd Nature's self to move ! — 
Never did yet such storm arise — 
All elements — all energies — 

Together battling wild !— 
Those tides that, chiming hoarse and deep, 
'Twixt Scylla and Charybdis sweep ; — 

Compared with such were mild ! 
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XXXIV. 

How hred De Coarcy throngh those hours — 
(Whfle nature reels — creation lowers) — 

And his black steed Mountjoye ? 
I guess that jet-black steed was white 
With foam of fory and affright, — 
Dashed like pale sorge o'er th' dbon night. 
When th' Ocean stands op in his might. 
And howls his stormy-yoiced delight 
Eyen to the overtaken stars aright, — 

As tempest were his toy ! 
A thousand snowy foam-wreaths fleck 
That proudly arched and yein-swoll'n neck : 
His heaying glossy sides they deck. 
And shower and shower, — and speck on speck,- 

His natiye hue destroy. 
Wrath, dread, and fierce excitement make 
His eye-balls glare — his bold heart quake — 
His mighty limbs fast quiyering shake 

In that yast throng and press! 
But gentle, ev'n as gallant, he 
Owns, with sagacious sympathy, 

His master's loyed caress ; — 
Responds with quick instinctiye sense 
To that kind hand's mute eloquence. 

And long-familiar touch. 
And still his swelling soul contains — 
Subdues the madness in his veins — 

Much soothed, though shaken much. 
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XXXV. 

Keener the lightning's mazy wing — 
More forked its desperate shining ating — 

See flash to flash succeed ! — 
Ha! sped no bolt there, deadly hot? — 
Terrific fire-ball fell there Dot? 
Lo ! sudden as from mortal shot, 

Down falls that stricken steed! 
De Courcy, springing from his seat, 
Starts, nimbly active to his feet;— 
A piteous sight his eyes mnst meet, — 

A piteous sight to him ! 
Tlie Bteed that bore him, like the blnsf. 
Still the indefatigahly fast^ — 
Before him lies, — changed, grim, and ghast — 
Comrade of all his battles, cast 
Without a battle-death, at last 

To earth, with stiff-stretched limb ! 
With proud eye filmed — death-clouded fi-ont. 
That flaming once bore battle's brunt. 

And hlood-hlazed nostril — pale!— 
There lies his steed, for wolf and worm. 
While, heedless all of howling storm. 
And terrors strange that round them swarm, 
He bends above that lifeless form 

And makes his heavy wail ! 

XXXVI. 

" Accursed be this intemperate clime — 
Accursed the day and hour of time 
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That thus hath seen thee fall ! 
How many a mighty sun hath shune 
To light our arms to glory on, 
Since first where rolls the blue Garonne 

I bade thee brook my thrall ; 
On Jena's plain, Mountjoye well served 
My need, nor once from combat swerved, 

Though desperale shock we bore. 
At AuBTEKLiTz — the day of days! — 
How didst thou fire the air with rays 
Of rushing spirit — past all praise! — 

And breath'st thou thus uo more? 
Then wounded wert thou, generous sleed. 
And much I mourn'd to see thee bleed, — 

Yet forced to ui^e thee on ; 
While gallantly, with sore-gashed hreast, 
'Midst charging ranks my war-borse pressed. 

And toiled till all was done ! 
And DOW mine own — my princely steed. 
Must Lithuanian ravens feed 

On thy unburied corse V 
He paused in wakening hope, for slow 
Faint signs of life began to show 

The earth-extended horse ! 

XXXVIl. 

Joy! he hath fallen upon the ground, — 
Not scathed and struck to death, but stu; 
Behold him now revive! 
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His chest distends — his brave flanks heave- 
He wins from Death's stern gmsp reprieve : 

He lives — and he shall live! 
The stormy light before him gleams; 
Labouring to live in sooth he seems. 
While from the expanding nostril streams 

Once more the breath of pride! 
He struggles eagerly to rise; — 
Rekindle flamingly his eyes, 

And pants bis fluttering side. 
One plunge — he halh arisen now! 
And all delightedly shall thou, 
De Courcy, with unclouded brow. 

His noble back bestride ! 



XXXVIII. 
Right well Mounljoye hia master bears, 
While evil many a captain fares, 

Throngh that disastrous day : 
That day whose influence dire destroyed 
Full many a life — left many a void 

In those proud ranks, they say ! 
Ten thousand horse that, maddening tliere. 
Flung high their foam on earth and air, 

Ere long sank down and died. 
Came sudden change from sultriness 
Tliat overpowered with its excess. 
To piercing cold, that pained no less. 

Which vaiuly they defied. 
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Scant forage — wearying roads and ways — 
Choaked, miry, deep, — with forced delays, — 
Followed in those destructive days 
By laboured march through waste and maze, 

And course precipitate, — 
Cold sapping rains, that chilled and cramped,- 
(Their spirit tamed — their ardour damped — 
While in those drear morasses swamped) 

Determined soon their fate. 
Weakened, and wasted, and o'er-worn. 
They perished there in plight forlorn, 

Exhausted and distressed. 
Hundreds of thousands slowly slain, 
By hardships dire and labours yain. 

That soil unfriendly pressed. 
Mowed down, whole squadrons there remain. 
And load the dense-encumbered plain, 

And earth and air infest ! 

XXXIX. 

Nor think that man escaped ! — Ah, no : 
Proportion large he bears of woe, 

And suffering and dismay. 
Unnumbered stragglers, left to die 
Beneath that harsh inclement sky. 

In sad disorder stray. 
Those who had sought, but sought in vain. 
To toil on with the rest, are fain 
(Hopeless their comrades to regain) — 
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To couch tfaem on the clay. 
Unsheltered — famished — lorn, and lost — 
Poor fragments of a mighty boat, 

They choke with death the way. 
Now rumours come that, fast and free. 
The forces of the enemy 

Fall back on every side : 
As though resolved without a blow 
To leave unto the hastening foe 
Fair Lithuania's land, now shew 

Resistance 'gainst the tide ! 
Now forward — forward — faster still 
Doth urge their Chief, with word and will, 
His Columns over plain and hill ! — 
Dense forests traversing iu hasle, 
And pathless wilderness and waste — 
With eager hope that yet they may. 
Thus hurrying on, day after day. 
The foe oertake and overthrow 
By one decisive, glorious blow 1 



XL. 

Now halt avfhilc the breathless ranks 
On Wilia's march-opposing banks. 
Fierce roars the river hurrying by — 
By heavy rains swoln full and high ; 
Fragments of broken bridges torn, 
Fast down the racing stream are borne ; 
In thousand shivered splinters rent — 
Adown the current these are sent. 
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Indignant at tUe obstacle. 

Above the torrent's howling swell 

The Emperor's voice distinct arose ; 

Whose accents haste and wrath disclose — 

Commanding instantly to cross 

Those waves that wildly chafe and toss 

(Without a passing moment's loss). 

A squadron of his faithful Poles^ — 

Rush'd to the strife their gallant souls ! 

They dashed at once, without a word. 

Soon as that high command was heard — 

Dash'd 'midst the chaos rough and rude 

Of those wild waters unsubdued; 

Driven 'midst the maddening eddying stream. 

Where bright their towery helmets gleam, — 

Where with redoubled life inspired, 

With energies tnumphant fired — 

Fiercely their battle-chargers strive. 

And through the deafening torrents drive ! — 

Seem too those maddened waves alive, 

That bar their course and block their way, 

Like panthers gnashing round their prey! — 

Soon breathless, scattered, checked, o'erpower'd;(| 

With dread destruction round them showered. 

Those steeds, affrighted, quail ; — 
While their proud riders, more than brave — 
Whom none may succour — none may save — 
Warring 'gainst tides that bellowing rave. 

Re si sties sly assail — 
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Still battling with the o'erwhelming wave — 
Still grappling with their storm-lashed grave — 
Magnificently fail ! — 

XLI. 

Hush ! — 'midst the terrors of that death, 
Hear — hear them with their latest breath 

Shout loud their leader's name ! 
No more they struggle — hope hath died ! 
They turn their heads of towering pride, 
That once all dangers well defied, 
Now half-engulphed within that tide. 

To him — their star of fame ! 
" Live ! — live the Emperor!" wild and high. 
Yet quivering not with agony. 
Rang their last bubbling shout and cry, — 
While round their heads the foam-whirls fly, 
Magnanimously calm they die — 

They vanish like a dream ! 
Drop we the shadowing curtain here, 
O'er Wilia's funeral scene and drear ! 
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CANTO IV. 



I. 



In Lithuania's capital, 

Begirdled with its mighty wall, 

Those weather-broken troops awhile 

Remained to rest them from theh* toil ! 

And, sooth to say, was sharp the need 

Of fainting man and jaded steed: 

Their ardour damped, their vigour drained, 

Their gallant energies o'erstrained, 

But ill might these have more sustained — 

Of travel stern — and labours sore ; 

T was well such desperate task was o'er ! — 

Of Gaul's grand army thus a part, 

Well fortified by warlike art, 

In Wilna's town securely stay. 

Reposing them as best they may, . 

Despite of wrong, and waste, and grief, 

Cheered by the presence of their chief! — 

Me lists not curiously to dwell 

On all that far and near befell ; 

Nor all the war's strange turns to tell ! — 

Me lists not now in lengthened strain — 

'Twere harsh and heavy task, and vain. 

To point and mark with close detail 

How bold attempts succeed or fail, — 
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How hostile armies part or meet, — 

Obstruct — pursue — advance — retreat — 

Attack — defend — disperse — divide — 

Thwarted or shaken, or defied ; 

How adverse generals watch with skill, 

To overreach each other still ! — 

Me IJata not closely to declare 

All circumstance of warfare there ; 

Nor with attentive hand t' untwine 

Linked chains of operations fine ; 

Nor yet to unravel work and wile — 

Through which shrewd craft would craft beguile,- 

Nor all those webs and wheels that be, 

Sinews and soul of strategy ! — 

11. 



Suffice it, then, thus much to say, 
Full many a skirmish light, and fray, 
Had chanced between the troops led on 
By him who filled Westphalia's throne ; 
And those that shield their much-loved land 
Beneath Bagration's Strict command — 
(Bagration! whose enlaurelled name 
Doth proud interpretation claim — 
" God of the Army ! " sound of fame ! — ) 
Endangered these appeared awhile, 
And caught within the lion's toil, — 
Dissevered from that mighty host. 
Where Russia placed her hopes the most — 
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Cut o£F awhile without resource 
From that protecting friendly force ! 
But extricated soon and freed, 
Through wily schemes that well succeed. 
Their general with auccees doth lead 
His columns far through winding ways, 
To where the mightier army stays, 
And gains, through routes circiiitous. 
The much-wished, happy junction thus. 

III. 
Slight skirmish, too — but marked with gore, 
Had dyed the Dwina's shaken shore : 
Where crossed the river's silvery line, 
With venturous plan and hrave design, 
Th' enterprising Wittgenstein, 
And bade, when night did darkling brood, 
(Seizing the advantage, sharp and shrewd,) 
Sebastiani's vanguard feel 
The edge and strength of Russian steel. 
Enough ! — from Wilna's guarded towers 
Now marched the Emperor and his powers. 
Hot burned July's triumphant sun, 
And glowed their bristling lines upon. 
Two days Napoleon forward pressed — 
The third he taketh up his rest 
Where near Kluboko^'s town uprears 
Its walls, a convent, that oerpeers 
The habitations thronged below 
In many a dark and rugged row.— 
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IV. 



Brief space sojourns he there ; ere long 

Come tidings fresh and rumours strong 

That Barclay, with his legioned bands, 

To where Witepak, the bulwarked, stands, 

Speeds on with jiurpose fixed and deep, 

And well his onward course doth keep : 

To Kamen, then, the route is ta'en — 

Th" army proceeds yet once again, 

Ail burning with one ardent hope, — 

Which strengthens each when nigh to droop ; 

That battle's bloody star shall rise 

Once more before their longing eyes. 

And end the anxieties intense 

Of these long watches and suspense. 

Now to Beszeokowicz tliey tend — 

And hurrying there their course they bend, — 

Well pleased, still looking to the end, — 

Buoyed up by that sustaining dream 

That tempts them on still gleam by gleam — 

The sun-dream dazzling far and wide, 

Of Victory's eartli-o'erblaziug pride ! 

Red Glory's star is slill to them 

Creation's crowning diadem ! — 

Its triumph glows in every pulse 

That dolb their bounding hearts convulse ; 

For them its rays all heaven o'errun — 

It is a Sun within the Sun ! 

Glory! — it is their light of light — 

Heaven's crowned archangel iu their sight ; — 
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It blazes all around its coorse, — 

It Hgfateth aD things — stream and source — 

Air, earth, and hearen with radiance fierce — 

The Uriel of the nniTerse ! — 

Which streams to one Tast pomp, aUaze 

With its prood royalty of rays ! 

V. 

That sea of steel, and fire, and life. 

Rolls on as with Itself at strife; 

With bickering splendoors — change(bl show — 

And many a warlike noise they go ! — 

Hark ! doth the horizon shuddering send 

A hint with their prond dreams to blend ? 

Hark ! is't the cannon's distant voice 

That makes their conscious hearts rejoice? 

It is the cannon's deep, deep tone. 

Through their roused souls sent sounding on ! — 

The Italian Viceroy, some leagues off. 

Hath late encountered Docteroff, 

Wlio the rear-guard commanding leads 

Of that Tast force which Barclay heads. 

Eugene — Beszenkowicz enthralls — 

Makes himself master of its walls ; 

And where the Dwina's current flows, 

A spanning bridge in haste he throws 

Across the water's glistening breast, 

(Unconscious of its dangerous guest) — 

In place of that, the parting foe — 

Whose troops in gallant order go — 

(Well these th' opponent's purpose know !) 
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To rain and to flame had given — 
Confusedly into fragments driven. 

VI. 

Napoleon seeks the Dwina now, 

And treads its banks witli lightened bron- ; 

Rolls glad his sparkling conquest new 

Beneath Heaven's paradise of blue : 

There bends awhile in careful mood 

That mighty master o'er the flood ; 

Tnrna to the bridge constructed there 

With critic sneer — with glance severe ; 

Blames— spurns — commands— points wrongai 

Enough ! — he may no longer halt. 

He lingers not by Dwiua fair; 

Ambition hath no time to spare ! 

Once crossed the wave, be shapes his course 

To mark where moves the Russian force. 

He trusts a muster's game to play, 

And check them on their prosperous way. 

In vain ! — some chance-made prisoners tell 

What all corroborates but too well — 

(While chafes stern disappointment's grief,) 

That Russia's general-in-chief 

Fenced in Wilepsk's strong walls remains, 

And that position well retains. 

Vll, 
The Gallic chief, 'mid thoughtful caree. 
Straight to Beszenkowicz repairs 
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Now at the city's gates appear 

Though tired and worn, — with gallant cheerj 

Two breathless Armies onwards rolled, 

Roughening the air with steel and gold ;- 

(Hope to their souls fresh cheer doth lend — 4 

Thus gained their wearying journey's end !) . 

By the North road and by the West, 

With banners, Irouip, and nodding crest, . 

They come, like ocean's flood and flow. 

Startling, with restless stir and show, 

The skies above and earth below ! 

They wave — wind — glisten — near and far— 

A moving Wilderness of War ! — 

TTiose arnniee, — whom their chief awaits — 

Together thundering at the gates, 

Such clamours wake around — above — 

Earth seems to breathe — the skies to move!- 

Nought — nought — in fixedness remains, — 

Rock the roused woods, and wheel the ptainsd 

The rivers seemed impelled to rush 

With faster flow — with reddening flush ; 

The winds seemed wakening, — winged, — 

More wildly fleet o'er tower and tent — 

"Tis movement, haste and riot all, 

As Discord held her carnival! — 

(For Discord, mother of all war. 

Seems daughter, too — so clash and jar 

The myriads she has called to aid 

At foot of her red throne arrnyed ! — ) 



THE MAIDEN OF MOSCOW. 



VIII. 
Genius ! be thy high sway admired ! — 
The magic powers by tliee acquired ! 
Time — Space, should seem thy beck to wait — 
Thou givest thy mighty laws to fate ! 
Mark, at one moment, gathering here 
These masses startlingly appear 
At one same point — at one same place — 
lu one same hour — u well-run race ! — 
(As urged by some mysterious power 
That hath all triumph for its dower — ) 
Assembling by attraction strange, 
While welcomes loud they interchange — 
From distant parts and various ways, 
Spite of obstructions and delays ! — 
With such precision were obeyed 
The injunctions on their leaders laid — 
The injunctions and behests received 
From him who best the war-web weaved — 
That ibough from Niemen's far-off banks 
Came all their intermingling ranks — 
Moved thence at different times— thence sped 
By different routes and widely spread. 
Yet here collected were they found, 
United on the chosen ground ! 
At the indicated spot togellier, 
Despite of way — war — waste — and weather t' 
An hundred leagues of land between 
Their meeting-point and parting scene!- 



100 



THE MAIDEN OF MOSCOW. 



An hundred yawning leagues — and jet 

They thus have timed their march and met! .1 

Concentrating, the armed cohorts pour, 

With clang — and tramp — and shout — and roar, 

Upon that chosen spot — and beat 

The battered earth with hurrying feet, 

With maddened rout and hustling din 

From separate quarters rushing in. 

They crowd the avenues and halt, 

From farther thoroughfare's default ! 



IX. 
Beazenkowicz ! thy streets they choked - 
Each helped the block — none calmly broolu 
Increased the riot — swelled the clang- 
As though a thousand anvils rang ; 
That strange confusion from their bed 
Might wake and whirl the wondering dead ! 
Hurrying and clashing — throng on throng — 
Strive hard with hand, and foot, and tongue- 
Shouldering each other still along! 
Clamour, and strife, and struggle mar 
The calm hours of the evening star. 
Here sounds the trumpet, sharp and clear ; 
There hoarse, harsh shouts assail the ear ; 
Here, deepening roll the doubling drums; 
And there some flying courier comes — 
Trampling among the jostling crowd. 
With threat imperative and loud ; 
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While shrieks and shrilling yells resound — 

(On urgent busioeBS ridea he bound). 

But Tain his efForta — vain his threats— 

The way-denying crowd besets ; 

His courser checks, and bears him back 

All helpless on the trodden track ; 

The messenger of fate and fear 

Spells backwards thus his wild career; 

Or wedged remains he stiff and still, 

Fixed like a statue, 'gainst his will, 

('Mongst those dense living heaps that load 

The groaning pavements of the road) — 

With fluttering heart and flashing eye, 

Stayed midway in velocity! 

Heave his steed's flanks, and labouring play — 

Right glad is he of such delay ! 

But strange it seeras to see them stand. 

With crushing throngs on either hand. 

Quivering with haste — and onwards bound, 

Sut forced to that repose profound ! 



Shout loud the infuriate charioteers, 

Goading their yoked and labouring steers ; 

Or straining horses, weary-worn. 

Which scarce the wain's huge wheels can turn. 

Eibitka, car, sledge, cannon, here 

Inextricably mixed appear ! 

And still the din goes deepening on — 

Tumultuously its way, it won t — 
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The grate of wheels — the neigh of steeds — 

Oaths, — groans, — threats, — prayers, that do one bced a — 

Sound echoing still and multiplied — 

From every part— on every sidel 

While herds of bullocks in the rear. 

Half maddening with distress and fear, 

Loud bellowing stamp — and press — and throi^ 

Hard driven, and goaded sharp along ! 

(Those herds — designed the hosts to feed. 

And serve their overwhelming need — 

Whether urged on in droves apart. 

Or harnessed, sluggish and inert. 

To ponderous cars and waggons vast, 

Shrunk still in size and numbers fast ; — 

Their pasturage scant — their travail sore — 

They pined — they piirished — score by score.) 



XI. 
The tumult partly seems subdned ; 
Now seek the famished needful food, — 
The sick, medicaments and aid. 
The way-worn — some cool lodgment's shade; 
And all, repose from lengthened toil, 
And travail's rout and clamour's broil. 
But No! — 'tis otherwise ordained — 
The awakening hope hath quickly waned, 
Despite their wish, — whate'er their will, — 
" Forward !" the word is " Forward!" still !- 
Orders reiterated are heard — 
" Oh ! on !" is still the signal word. 



THE MAIUEN OF MOSCOW. 

CommaiidmeuU on comuanduients showered - 

From varioua parts tlie sense o'erpowered ; 

But qII still point — all surely tend 

To one, the self-same certain eud ! 

And rapidly the word was given — 

And rapidly the troops were driven 

From out the town that saw them late 

Poured in tumultuous through her ga^e ! 

Those mighty masses roll at last. 

Unravelled from confusions past, 

Direct to where Ostrowno lies — 

Ordered and mustered warlike wise ; 

E'en through the night are still pressed on 

These preparations — till — 'tis done ! 

To clang of arms, and tramp of steeds, 

And all the hubbub, fast succeeds 

A hush oppressive and profound — 

No breath — no step — no movement round t 

Xll. 



It almost seemed the yawning earth 

Had swallowed up that monster birth — 

That new prodigious World of Life, 

With all its elements of strife. 

So suddenly they Hashing came. 

With storm — with thunder — and with Hame ; 

So startlingly they passed away. 

Like clouds upon a gusty day ; 



Deep Night and Pccice uaked, " Whert 
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Till Admiration, stunned and scared, 
Forsrot to coaot thr^ deeds he dared ! 
And eyes accustomed to his feats, — 
While memory still her tale repeats. 
Half donbt the wonders they behold — 
The fresh deeds beggaring those of old ! 
Ave! those who long and oft had seen 
His venturous acts of valour keen — 
As charmed — as wildered — o'er them lean 
A» much enraptured o'er the sight — 
full of wondering strange delight— 
|li.i]]ed — amazed as those who ne'er 
ft hftd hailed that presence fair ! 
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Where'er the plumed chief dwells or turns, 
There the red heart of battle boms, — 
There Victory seems to smile and spread 
Her wings to canopy his head ! 
Hb ardour fires the fight to flame, 
And following him is fettering fame !— 
There seems a spell in even his name ! — 
They shout ia to the skies — and feel 
Its very echo nerve and steel ! 



XIV. 

Enthusiast of the wars! — thy soul 

Doth all inspire — command — controul — 

Mighty to animate the whole! 

Lo \ 'tis thy spirit that informs 

Those crowding ranks — those clustering swarms — 

That emulous, appear to guide 

Their course, where shines thy place of pride ! 

Fall but thy shadow where they stand — 

Invulnerable becomes their band ! 

Where beams thy presence, seem they caught 

In valour's vorlex — dreading naught — 

While more than mighty deeds are wrought. 

That yet were glimpsed not e'en in thought 1 

They rise above themselves — reflect 

Thy light — and miracles effect ! — 

The Enthusiast of the wars I — the front 

Of battle and its sharpest brunt 

To him— high-priest of old renown — 

Was dearer than his throne and crown. 
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He fires the war — he blinds the foe — 
They cower before the Plume of Snow ! 
Its whiteness dazzles earth and sky — 
Chaise! charge! crowned King of Chivalry! 
Those prodigies of bravery make 
A track of heroes in thy wake ! 
Soul of the battle! — where thou art, 
Cowards into heroism might start ; 
And where thou hast the opponent tamed, 
Heroes awhile seem cowards unblamed ! 



XV. 

Soon these chance conflicts passed away, 
Nor marked one deep decided day. 
Napoleon now beholds at length 
The dread display of Russia's strength I — 
High swells his heart with hope, ere long 
To prove which host may stand most strong ; 
And soon they well commence the attack — 
Rush Glory's sons on Glory's track ! 
Full soon the impatient troops engage. 
In all the might of martial rage! 
The scene, — that clanging onset shakes 
The world, — lashed into fury, wakes ! — 
Prodigal of their blood appear 
Those combatants that struggle here — 
Unsparing of their lives, the brave 
Shed gore, as 'twere like ocean's wave ; — 
That when one melts upon the shore 
3 followed by ten thousand more ! 
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XVI. 

But not for long the conflict lasts — 

Not long the field, War's demon wastes ; 

He hears Napoleon's mandate — " Ceaae !" 

He pauses — and gives place to peace! 

That chain of fire wherewith he bound 

The disputants of tlmt dark ground, — 

Which girt them with hot hatreds round, 

With slow reluctance ha unlinks. 

And back to his red lair be shrinks, 

To wait till that stern earthquake voice 

Once more shall call him to rejoice ! 

Now the dread majesty of France 

Along the lines would guide his glance,— 

The ground with nice attention scan, — 

Fix his position — form his plan — 

And wait till other troops appear, 

That lingering yet, are missing here, — 

(That, screened from sight, must still be ncar!- 

lle fain with curious skill and care 

Would nest day's crowning strife prepare ; 

For BO he hopes, and so he deems, 

These pettier strifes' empurpling streams. 

Where victory's sun but faintly gleams. 

Shall on the morrow burst and sweep 

To one great Ocean's crimson Deep ! — 

And there together gathering blend 

And mingle to a luighiy end ! 



108 



THE MAIDEN OI' MOSCOW. 



Such hope hia glancing thoughts embriiccd, 

While the enemy etood strongly placed 1 — 

His front of battle glorious shone — 

Fair deeds his dauntless bands had done, — ' 

Guarding a Capital he stood, — 

'Twill rise! — t' will sweep! — that sea of bloojl 

How, mighty Heart! couldst thou adjourn, 

Thy fortune's cast, thy present spurn ? 

How — how couldst thou so largely err, 

The harvest thus — and the hour defer! 



XVII. 
Sunset had seen the Muscovites 
Encamped amid its ruddy lights! 
Did sunrise, brightening, fresh and fair, 
Still find them congregated there ? 
No sign — no trace of them is found — 
No token of their presence round ! 
No! there is sky, and air, and ground. 
But not one symptom of the shovr 
That lent them life brief hours ago ; — 
That seemed to animate — to smite 
Nature a-glow with Life — as Light ! 
Again the haughty heart of him, 
Whose eyes strained towards the horizon's rim 
(After that disappearing host. 
To his deep wish thus darkly lost), 
MuBt sink — that towering heart must droop, 
With sickening of a sileuced hope ! 
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XVIII. 
The astucious policy that guides 
Great Russia's counsels, and presides 
O'er her deep hallowed war supreme, 
And well doth build the fiuished scheme — 
(The vast and firmly- 'stablished plan 
To fence the holiest rights of man.) 
Harsh sacrifice awhile enjoins 
Of patriot ardour's outward signs — 
Imposing still restriction stern 
On hopes that madden as they burn! 
And wills, that thus drawn on — the foe. 
Weakened, with lengthened course and slow— 
(O'er Russia's wide extended land 
Where boundless tracts on tracts expand), 
Should struggle, day by day, 'gainst all 
That must precipitate his fall ! 
Nor close in one decisive field, 
With those — her glorious arms that wield I 
This subtle policy and sure 
Foresees what they must yet endure, 
Who Nature — Reason — Right defy — 
Dare the elements and mock the sky !— 
This leaves them to themselves, to be 
The agents of their extremity ; 
Though not without the additions dire 
Of worrying feud and wasting fire ; — 
Depopulated plains that spread. 
Echoing the wildered wanderers' tread — 
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Condemning him — unsoothed to droop. 
Without one human whiBpering hope -~ 
Shall smite them with a dreadful sense 
Of desolation too immense ! — 
These^theae things stil] shall aid and swell i 
Those horrors they shall know too well ; 
(Whose seeds were hidden from the first. 
In that dark enterprise accursed I) 
Horrors that hour hy hour shall grow, — 
E'en from themselves — their own worst foe— 
As smote some suicidal blow ! — 
Far-seeing wisdom! well thy glance 
Marked the disastrous march of France! 

XIX. 

Rolls the Lucczzissa tranquilly 

Beneath the warrior-monarch's eye, 

With all the beauty of the sky — 

A mighty jewel — at her breast ! — 

In chrystal flow and golden rest, — 

A mighty jewel, sooth, it seems 

That lustrous sky, which bluely beams. 

Worn on the water's breast of peace, 

Which lends its splendour, bright increase ! 

While fervid tints of sweet July 

Bepaint the azured canopy ! 

Some few short fleeting hours ago 

The stream had imaged in its flow 

Another splendour — other show — ■ 

Rich as that flrmamental glow! 



Those wHvee had mirrored, clear and fair, 

An army's moving glory there. 

Reflecting in their face of sheen 

A living landscape's wavering scene ; 

A glory of immortal birth ^ — 

A pageant of unfading worth! — 

Ev'n as that righteous army past 

From thy smooth tide, where brightly 

A thonsand glorious hues it cast,— 

Lucczzissa ! — river calm and deep, 

(So hush'd, thou seeniest to move in sleep), 

Another shall evanish all — 

O'erthrown and lost beyond recall, 

From Earth's unchanged, unclouded face. 

Nor leave a token nor a trace; — 

No proud memorial leave to boast 

How thousand captains ruled that host ; 

No hint to tell of how they went, 

Glorying in pride arniipotent, — 

No trophy, and no monument ! 



XX. 

And now Witepsk's strong walls contain 
The Great Commander and his train ; 
Declares hi, too, his purpose fixed 
(Th' offspring of many motives mixed). 
Awhile within these walls to rest: 
ISooth, seemed it sagest plan and best I 
Thus might his ranks, their labours o'er. 
Be reinforced by thousands more ; 
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ThouBands of oatworn stragglers left — 

(That lagged behind, of strength bereft) — 

Exhausted — hopeleaa — by the way, 

Without a shelter or a stay ; 

When toiled their brawnier commdes on. 

These sank, o'erharassed and undone — 

By them may y^ the goal be won ! 

The sick, too, thus perchance may gain. 

Despite their fevered plight and pain. 

Their hospitals -where sheltered — soothed^ 

llieir onward paths may yet be smoothed ; 

Besides, 'twere surely right and wise. 

Secure — to wait the wished supplies ; 

To pause, till might at length advance, 

(And gain this farthest point perchance ; — ) I 

The abundant stores and treasures long 

Abandoned, — desert wilds among !— 

The artillery, — wains, — pontoons, — that sU] 

With progress slow, their course fulfil, 

Obedient to received commands. 

Still trailed through Lithuanian sands. 



XXI. 
Yet other things combined to shew 
The sagest plan to follow now 
Was here securely to remain. 
Till Winter parts with all his train, — 
His dreadfiil powers of winds and snowe — ' 
His clouds — his frosts — unnumbered foes-^ 
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And qaartering on tbe Dwina'? bRiiks, 

The outwearied troops — the harassed rankn 

Await, till Spring's green flag unfurled 

Gives plenty to the awakening world ; 

Though just, though wise, auch schemes miift be 

Dictated lond by policy — 

Proud chief! but ill they suited Thee! — 

His counsellors on every hand 

Admired — approved, what thus was planned. 

The while his heart within him bi-nied. 

And fiercely, his own wisdDin spurned ! — 

The impatience gathering at his soul 

Mocks, hour by hour, his vain controul ; 

New plans, his flery wishes form, 

Till thought on thought, — grows storm on storm 1- 

XXII. 

Repenting of his prudent scheme. 

His mind is tossed on tempest dream — 

New phantasies tumultuous rise 

Before his vision-haunted eyes ; — 

Moscow in chains! — the imperial throne 

Of Russia, minioned to his own ; 

Its princedoms bowed beneath his feet, — 

Its strongholds made his vassals' seat, — 

Her pride his spoil — her wealth his fee — 

llius thronged his dreums of euipiry ; 

Still Moscow — Moscow crowned the whole — 

The Mecca of hin maddening soul ! 
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There Victory beckoned bim — Success 
Outstretched from thence her faaads to bkse. 
Enough ! there towers bis triumph's arch- 
Moscow !— to Moscov — let them inarch !— 
And thus his haughty moao^ fiowed: — 
" Shame! shame — to pause on such a roadh 
Oq sach a glorious path of fame. 
To dream of such dull check were riiame ! 
The expecting world awaits in vain 
The Immortal Eagle's rictory reign ; 
Astonished at the uuvronted pause, 
As at some lapse of Nature's laws ! — 
As though the sun eclipsed remained. 
From cause — unshewn and unexplained, — 
As though the rushing winds were bound. 
Mid headlong course, in hush profound !— 
The sea forgot his measured tide, 
And stagnant stood in humbled pride — 
So wonder all shall seize that thus 
Our tardy ai-ms forbear the Russ ! 
Amazement thrill each dubious mind— 
' What fetters can the conqueror bind ? * 
Dark change should tlius th' awed nations s 
In Natuhe or — Napoleon ! 
In Nature or Napoleon, strauge. 
In sooth, should seem such startling change)}' 



XXII I. 

Fast through his mind fresh schemes evolve — 
Fixed stands his choice and proud resolve; — 
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1 Thus mused tie, dark sublime remorse, i:j,V ^i^ii. 

1 Till firoi-decided was his coureel i..iIt»ioiiitii|H 

P Me hesitates no more — away! ■ ' ■ riiiu3 

T)ie hour hatb risen — hath dawned the day t ,M 


Up to the sky ! — sun-startling thing ! 
1 Thou victory-sign of Victory's King! 


■..A 


1 Up to the sky ! — Up! Eagle! — now!— ,.ti 
1 He breathes the word — and worlds must bowV-rl 
His great conception fills his mind — ,i| 
Leaves tho Actual and the Hour behiucl ! ,„| 
Already doth he seem to atalk . ^.,....,„„(i 
O'er Victory's plain — his laurelled walklti..- m hA 
Already seems, with voice elate, :>■ ./v 


To dictate to subservient fate. 
The kindlings of his kingly look 


.A 


The amazed beholder scarce may brook ; 
His aspect burns with breathing dreams ! 
The Mightiest — while his spirit beams- 
High Battle's giant genius seems!— 
Possessed he moves with mystic might — 
Darts from his eye portentous light ; 
His lip, with fateful tirmness closed. 
Round which no gentler smile reposed, . 


■a 
■ .,r, 

:>A 

1 
, ..1 1 


Appeared to hint of desperate doom, nn j 
Stern wreathed in solemn curve of gloonfa.- 
His forehead spreads, — a thunder-cloud. 
With weight of might and ruin bowed ! — 
Anon a change!— the darkneas sinks — 
The sternness from that uspecl, shrinksjjioutl 
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For ev'n that angry light before 

With darkness' Soul aeenied shadowed o'er! — 

So frowned it with profound excess 

Of deep, overwhelming awfitlness ! 

XXIV. 
'T is all iatolerahle light ! 
His soul of fire appears in eight !^ 
llis features — aiidden, fluttering, play 
Like sunbeams on a stiiTiog day. 
Even dazzling with august dismay ; — 
War's Giant Genius surely there — 
Traced terribly in form and air. 
With all the passion of his pridu 
Stands awfully personified ! 
Anon another change ia seen — 
Fixed grows that aspect — calm ihat mien — 
His voice has lost its piercing tone. 
Like sudden Irumpet wildly blown — 
That rang upon the sense and woke 
Echoes — which fast and fiercely broke. ^m 

Tranquillity there dwells enthroned — ^H 

In the aspect touched — in the accents toned**' 
Still — still the sun is at his soul, — 
He clouds it o'er with strong controul ; 
Guards the avenues of daring thought — 
The approaches of what flamed and wroughi 
Within his bosom — fervour-fraught, — 
Till none might pierce the careful fold, 
Nor aught but what he willed, behold ! 
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'Hie smootli-grained inarble's sculptured mow 
Of thai triumphant breiidtli of brow 
Is nil unfliished, unruffled now. 
Hia very step hath now regained 
Composure, by his will coustrained ; 
And yet the while what drcaniii of doom 
Fast crowding on hia spirit come. 
While in his soul, — by throes untorn, — 
Launched into life's auspicious morn 
Thoughts — Giauts of the Mind! — are horn! — 
And those who round the Dreamer stood — 
How hailed they, herald signs of blood? — 
Himself commanding — swayed he all- 
Looks, movements, breath, seemed bound in thrall !- 
Though numbers there, with deep dismay 
Prepared his mandates to obey — 
And shrunk from that he breathless sought, 
Ab 't were with certain ruin fraught,^ 
How few dared counsels interpose — 
Alas! — those few he counted foes! — 



XXV. 
Tlie sun — the sun is iu his soul ! — 
[lis deathless thoughts in triumph roll; 
He spheres them rouud on every side, 
Till all reflects their boundless prkle. 
The sun is in his soul ! — and yet 
On his dimmed forehead hath it set ; 
Seems all that there the eye can %\.\e^ 
The o'ershadowing of serenity ! 



m icuDcs or i 



Hb SmI Ml fcschv— t « made!— 

Hit phaiB all itx-pmn»Afii*j«i 

Bdbre Ui mental yi erciag riew, 

Tbat aft* sad probes h tfcraa^ sad throogb. 



To whom pof Giory ieents bat din ; — 

lite Coonog dorr aB his fpben — 

And lo! h sm3es slresdr bere * — 

Gire tmeki — Horizoo! — boandlesBbe — 

He conKC Hke all tbe MernitT ! 

He comes in termv of bs wrub — 

The Wsves of Worids toss round hb patb! 

Thrones quake, — Time rocks, — higbt, &p«ee I 

Hettetoa tbe boor — the swav — the scene !- 

Tbe Brigbtneas tbat irraidiateK all ! — 

^britik Natnre! in thine ice-boilt hall — 

Tb; fortrewes of death-like frost — 

TTiioe old ascendanor ifi lo^ ! 

Tltou — that with tempest, bai], and snow, 

lla»t racked thine owd great realms below 

A Force — a Fiat now most know! — 

Thou, tbat — to harmony enbdaed — 

Yet claimV to waken partial fend. 

And call up, bravely, at thy will. 

A dark Apparent Cbaoa still! — 

{That well constrained by heavenly mighl^ ' 

Bat serves creation's needs arighu) ' -'J 

Thou mnst he mocked and set aside — 

In thine own strongholds ev'ii defied — 

Tliy chartered liberty denied! — 
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Shalt thou not vindicate thy law , .„ |ii,> r^^^ 


.a, ■ 


Till mail presumptiuii pales to awi^] . „; ^^'i 


■'" ■ 


XXVI. 
Why changes yet opfe more the luieu 


z^M 


^^H 




I'^^H 


Hia look reveals a world of wrath — 


''^^fl 


What comes to cloud his onward path f 




What— what hath chanced to tame his thought? — ^| 


(Through all its portions— high and haught— 


■ 


Bot now — in Starlike Syslema wrought!—) 


■ 


Say ! what doth that changed glance express 


■ 


* With such appalling awfulness ? 


■ 


Even now the cold hand of Distrust 


■ 


Shakes half hia fabrics down to dnst — 


V 


Arrests the flight of Hope's swift winga 




And back the awakened Dreamer brings 




Unto the common world of things. 




Came envoys to Witepsk with news. 




To which he fain would trust refuse ; 




These to Red Russia's realm belong. 




And strange the tidbigs of their tongue! — 




The Moslem's wars with Muscovy 




Concluded, leave that country free 




To prosecute, with deeper might. 




The wars of self-defence and right ; 




By veteran thousands,— now releaeed 




From fields where battle's din hath ceasei; — 


ii 


Her bandtd sU-eugths shall be inciea-sed !— ,,, 
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Fre long these veterans shall ap{»ear. 
And rage on his — the Invader's, rear ; 



Dark tidiii| 



Aao 



J that 



;5 these, which he receives, 
maddens and belieTes! — 



So fierce the passio 



of that ii 



Which cloathed his glaace in storm aud liro ! — 
Already seemeth now to rise. 
Before his long deep-btinded eyes, 
AH dangers of bis enterpriEe 

To blast his hope and freeze ! 
His o'er-taskcd inner sight doth ache — 
A Monster-phaQtoni of Mistake 
Meets face to face— aud must he shake 
Like demons that believe aud qunke t — 

No! he DENIES and sees! — 

He deigns not own — yet sees the while, 
And fain would build to cheer — b^uile— 
Twixt him and Truth a mountained pile 

Of conquering energies ! 

XXVII. 

Fair shines the Crescent's bannered pride« ] 
In friendship with this land allied ! 
Constantinople doth recall 
Her turbanned bands and cohorts all 
For finished is her northern war, — 
She sheathes her puissant ecymetar- 
The yellow -bearded Ghiaours uo nioi 
Shall slake iti sharp edge with their gore ; 
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% Koutou^off the treaty signed, i ^^^H 


In bauds of concord now ^hall bind 'A ^^^H 


TheCrescent and the Oo«i entwined! '■* ^^^| 


The peace thus fixed on either aide ■ * ' ^^^H 


At Bucharest was ratified ; < ^^^^H 


'Hien Delhi fierce, nnd Janizar— ^^H 


And Spahi— fleet as sbooting-star — '^ ^^^H 


Flung down the weapons of their war; ^^^H 


Their horse-tails flew and flapped no more— ^^H 


The stonn lies hushed^the strife is o'er! — ^^^^^^^H 


The dreadful combat's echoes cease— "^^^^^^1 


Two Empires kiss the hands of Peace. '' ^^^^^^^^^| 


" On ! on ! — for this yet speedier on '^^^^^^^| 


The destined victory must be won !" *^^^^^^^^^M 


Tiiua cried high Fortune's favourite son, ^^^^^^^^H 


Till seemed it nobly dared and done! '' 1 


"For destined it SHALL be! — 


On to Smolensk! and crowned success 


Create from ribs of ruin!— Yes! 


And found midst fear's perplexed distress 


And gathering anarchy ! i 


What Fate denies unto our prayer J 


We will L-NDOOMED — Undaunted tear ' ^^^M 


From her stern iron hold ! — ^ ^^^^H 


Turn all the chaos that she brings ^^^^| 


With one dread wave of Victory's wini,'e, ^^H 


To new creation's mould ! ^^H 


On I on ! to towered Sinolensko's gates l ^^^^H 


T&tre glory without end awaits — ^^^H 
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And burning wreaths of fame! 
Ou him wlio would oiie iustant stay 
Upon this tbickly-lau relied way 

Fall France's curse and shame !" 



XXVIII. 
Forth from Witepfik full soon they fare. 
With standards waving high in air, 
And all the din that martial-wise 
An army's march accompanies ! 
With such a chief what host conld bow I — 
True ! — some dread stormy battle now — / 
( That hope doth lightening flush his brow) — 
Immediately impending seems ; — 
The future wears War's reddening beams ! 
Tidings momentous have been gained — 
These proudly pleased — those sternly pained ! 
Tidings of triumph !~ bright success — 
That well Beauhamois' arms did bless : 
Tidings of gloom I — the stern defeat — 
(Near where rolls Dnieper's mazy sheet, 
And stands Inkowo beside its shore) — 
Which Sebastiani's followers bore! 
While Barclay bends, with columns tlxree, 
His course toward Rudneia threateningly ; 
Now must the. important choice be made — 
The various questions nicely weighed. 
The deep alternatives are these — 
(No playthings of the passing breeze ! — > 
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A Battle,— or a long defence '"• i-iimuiJ bah ■ 
That proinisies but loss immcn^tw 'j»I« mid uU 
With endless difficulties girt — 
Now, Genius I now — thy might assert ! 

XXIX. 

Decides Napoleon ! — in his mind — 
At once the whole is fixed— combined ; '' 

His movements all are re-arranged — ' 

His line of operations changed ! — i f- 

Transfurred from Dwina's watery maze >im <UiW 
To where the fer-famed Dnieper strays!*^-' *ir<^ 
Concentrating — hard by, its course, V 

The mighty numbers of his force! — 
Orcba, the central point round which I 

These marshalled multitudes shall stretch ; i 

Then — turning Barclay's left wing so, I 

'Stead of his right — as feared the foe, ' 

(Whose outposts' hints had roused that fear), ! 
'Till gained the unconscious army's rear — i 

He trusts to foil the opponents keen 
That now confront him on the scene! ' 

So doth he hope, with matchless skill, " 

To circumvent their General still — '' 

To occupy Smolensk— divide H 

The Russian legions' power and pride "uin vuA 
From Moscow and the southern side, "■<r*iii aiYT 
And centre of that empire wide! — "' 

These hosts he mocks — Karth-trampling man !-^ 
With his preponderating plan ! 
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Thus hath he for the foe prepared 

The deep surprise that foe had dared 

To dream — should yet smite him, ensnaretl I-* 

Four bridges o'er the Dnieper soon 

With expeditious zeal were thrown ; 

And these speed well upon their way 

The brave Davoust and gallant Ney ; 

The Viceroy, too, there crossed the stream - 

All aids the deep-foundationed scheme. 

Tliere Naples' swordsman -sovereign leads 

The gallant cavalry he heads ; 

And Poniatowski doth repair 

By different routes, with Junot there. 

The important movement to support, 

Right well atchieved in martial sort! 



XXX. 

Soon the Emperor to Rassasna came — 
There crossed that stream of ancient fame ! — '^ 
For the first time these waters fair 
A Gallic army wondering bear. 
The Romans knew their currents fleet- 
But through their shame and their defeat, 
T was on this old and famous flood 
Odin and Rurick's tamelcBs brood — 
Sons of the North — fierce men of blood*^"' 
Barbaric chivalry and dread, " 

Savage, as climes where they were bred, 
Poured down, with ravage in their train. 
To prove great Stamboul's bulwarks vain! 
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Now gently crisped by tenderest breeze, i 

Touched by faiut glooms from ehadowing trees-rf 
Transpierced by tints as mild as these — i 

Rolled brightening the old Borysthenes. , 

Shift we the scene ! — Now dreadleas JSey 
Bids Krasnoii own his sabre-sway ; „ 

While Newerowskoi, hardly pressed, i 

Would gain Smolensk's embiittaillod crest, 
But fiercely, hot Munit attacks — 
His gathering dangurs deadlier wax — 
Storms Grouchy — raging on liis rear — 
Whose mightier bands should muster here ; 
(But ill-directed — wandering wide — 
Part of these squadrons swerve aside, 
And far their erring course misguide 
Towards Eillnia — distant from the place. 
Where they should keep the Russians' trace.) 
Stout Newerowskoi gained at length. 
With gallant cheer but 'miuished strengtb. 
The shelter of the neiglibouriug wood, 
The while his soldiers marched in blood, — 

Bravely the rout he reined !^ 
His lion-like retreat made good, 
And shunning — gallantly withstood; 

And yielding — still maintained!— 
At lengtli Smoleusko's frieudly gate 
Preserved him from impending fate. 

xxxr: 

On the Emperor's fOte-day this befell — 
■T was ec'kbralod tli<i8 ful! well! — 
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Yet save by this, sliglit greetings came 
To honour such a dawn of fame ! 
The anny, silent and unmoved, 
Stood round the mighty chief they loved, 
Ab though their acclamations vain 
Where solitudes so boundless reign, 
Must perish on the barren plain. 
Hush ! loud artillery ploughs the air — 
A proud salute rolls deafening there ; 
But darkly tli' Emperor's brow is bent — 
" Full ill mid Russian wilds is spent 

French ammunition so !" 
And Ney and brave Murat reply, 
With triumph in the enkindling eye, 
" 'T is Russia's powder ! booty high. 
That doth the outringing peal supply. 

Made thine brief hours ago!" 
Meanwhile from dark Smolensk's strong wall ''^ 
For aid doth Newerowskoi call. 
The appeal of that profound distress 
Makes Barclay to the rescue press. 
To bring the endangered chief redress. 
Whose columns, more than half destroyed. 
Shew many a grimly yawning void. 
While those that have escaped, display 
Full many a wound from that stern day ! — 
Seemed these preserved by miracle 
While thick and fast their comrades fell ! 
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cono'l •'] 
Now Gaul's great mareschallT-;Naplea' ^uffgj^^xV 
Gainst doomed Siuolenak their iiunal>Cf;9-hiiiW«.|>{ 
And Poniatowski comes to aid, i • < i,- ~f< 

And fiercely, soon the asaauh is maiU ; 1/ 

At once, into the endangered town 
Raefskoi for its defence is tlirowti ; 
A strong division he commands 
To reinforce the exhausted bands ; 
While Barclay and Bagratiou speed 
To help it in this hour of need !~ 
Smolensk — built on two hilla tliat rear . ,,„j^ ■ 
Their heads o'er Dnieper's stream — rolle(},^ej^f;-]7 
(The while their sides escarped appear r ,--i- . 
Refttjcted in the waters clear,) 
When first to sight its turrets gleam 
Might well two separate Cities seem — 
' Divided by that river fair, 1 

I But linked by two strong bridges there. 1 1 

Tis the Olden Town whose towers arise 
Left hand the stream, in threatening guise ; ■, 
Huge walls — yet In some portions found 
Dilapidated — flawed — unsound — 
With haughty aspect, gird it round, , , , ,./ 

As though storm-proof lliey stood ; 
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Loop-holed the wail, that s]ireads immense— 1 
Four thousand toii^es the antique fence 
Embraces in circurafermioe — 

Fair measurpment and good ! — 
Five-and-lwenly feet in height, 
Eighteen thick, frowned this aright ; 
Tliirty towers there rose in sight, 
And lent this ancient wall their might 

'Gainst man — years — storm — and flood 1-^ 
Giants Instill each, deapite Time's rents. 
Gives, with defiance, haughtiest liints, — 
Enormous, each bold front presents, 
And flanking stern the battlements. 

Might tame the assailant's mood ! — 
Mark ! frowns the Citadel beside — 
Bastions five proclaim its pride, 
Yet wot I 'tis a work uncouth — 
Slight its boast of strength in sooth ! 
This doth Orcha's road command — 
Would 'twere mightier to withstand! — 
Here too gapes — a gloomy fosse — 
Dark, and deep, and wide across. 
Some works are seen in the outward space — ■•4 
But there, — the suburbs of tlie place. 

The leaguering lines shall aid ! 
For these approaching all too near, 
The walls that skreen that town appear, 
And well shall for the assailants rear 

A friendly-favouring shade I 
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SbM grant the slielti^r tiicy require, — 
Fence from that fesl — that Trcquent tire — 
The troops hesJeged, in warlike ire. 
Shall still oppose to the efforts dire 
And desperate, '^inst theoi mode! 

XXXIV. 

And now, to aid the attacked yet more. 
New reinforcements hurrying pour 

To that bravo town distressed ; 
Prince Charles of Mecklenburgh appeal's 
With veteran ranks of grenadiers — 
Bagration these, with boding fears. 

Hath sped and onwards pressed ! 
Napoleon now, from wooded height. 
Strains eagerly his wistful sight ; — 
What mean those columns, long and dark, 
His eyes experienced, promptly mark — 
From whence with thousand — thousand beams, 
Far iK)urs the light in bickering streams, 
Though they themselves so shadowy look ! — I 
Their arms flash back tlie sun-horn stroke ! i 

His haughty heart with transport shook! . i 

Ha! is't not them ? — 'Tis them at last ! — d 

They press — they haste — urged on full &«t— i 
The glorious crisis is at hand ! > 

They rush — they race along the land! r 

De Tolly's host — Bagration s too — 
Their pace seemed hurri«d till they dew ! 
Bursts from the Invader's breast a cry 
Of martial rupturu — strong and high. 
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Winged with dread joy then the accents came ;■ 
They spring — they flash — like founts of flame! 
His eyes with maddening triumpha shine — 
" Aba! — quail throne, and tower, and shriDo' 
Behold it Heaven! — Earthl — hail the sign ! — 
Hear! — Powers infernal and divine! — 
Russia and RussiRns ! — they are mine ! — 

I IIAVB THEM IN MY HOLD ! 

Rnssia and Russians ! bend and bow ! — 
Welcome to wrack and ruin now : — 
Crouch !— Alexander ! — tremble thou ! 
And veil thy pale and discrowned brow — 
Thy kingdom's days are told ! " 

XXXV. 

And still he marks those lengtliening lioes- 
And still his eye with triumph shines ; 
His towering boast with rapture's voice, 
(While every feeling doth rejoice!) 
Unconsciously repeats he yet — 
Then sternly shakes with dreadful threat — 
Glorying, his awful hand on high, 
With mien inspired with victory ! 
Aye ! — shakes it slern on high, as though 
Denounuing thus the approaching foe ! — 
Von mighty masses — near, more near — 
Draw on, and yet more vast appear ! 
Pressed fast and faster, on they come — 
Hark! — hear his words of glorious gloom, 
" Russia and Russians ! — tu youb uuom ! 
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And DOW beueatli the oyeB of France 

Right to Smolensk tliese troops advance ; 

Once moi-e he utters forth his l>oaet — 

" Welcome, proud Armies ! found and lost I" 

And now Napoleon hopes to see 

These armies of his enemy 

Pass through the city — leave her gates — 

(Predestined by the unpitying Fates), 

And underneath her walla deploy ; — 

He stands, all terrible with joy, 

Eager to crush and to destroy ! 

Then passed lie prompt along the line — 

To each doth well his place assign ; 

Murat and Poniatowski fall 

Back from that closely- menaced wall ; 

The borders of the wood they gain . , 

And leave a vast and open plain 

That stretches broad, this wood between 

And rolling Dnieper's watery scene. 'i 

Behind the place where thus were led 

Their boats, with swiftly measured tread, 

Frowned threatening precipices dread. 

Defiles of aspect stern were there, 

But no i-etreat Uis thoughts can share 

Who now hath bade hie legions be 

Prepared for joy and victory! 

XXXVI. 

No foe bursts issuing i'rom tlje gates — 
In vain the impatient Loader waits ; 
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Night clouds the scene, and all is still — 

To-morrow shall his hope fulfil ! 

He will not doubt — he will not droop I — 

To-moiTow shall fulfil his hope ! 

Night falls l^her Bhadowy-wavering veil 

Shrouds tree, and tower, and down, and dales 

He will not fear — it shall not fail ! 

Meantime Bagration — sagely swayed 

By him who well his counsels weighed, 

The astucious, grave De Tolly — speeds 

From thence — to Eillnia straight proceeds- 

And there hia powerful legions leads. 

While Barclay occupies the town — 

So long in wild disorder thrown — 

Remains he solely there awhile, 

To haulk tile Gaul of hoped-for spoil ; 

The magazines be emptieth all — 

These foes shall find but roof and wall! — 

And then prepares he with his might 

To cover fairly and aright 

The Inhabitants' well-ordered flight! — 

XXXVIl. 

Napoleon ! — ere night's shadowy reign, 
Lingered thy last look on that plain ! 
That field — which the opening eye of day 
Shall mark all crowned with war's array — ■ || 
Magnificently dread display ! 
Already to his sight it seemed — 
While haughtily and high he dreamed — 
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All spangling out with glories proud — 
Stars that shall ne'er kuow night or cloud. 
That 6eld — to his high hope unbent — 
That field ouiblazed the firmament! — 
The morrow came — ha earliest gleam 
Woke him from many a victory dream ; — 
How doth his eye impatient strain 
To glimpse the glories of that plain ; 
A broad and vacant apace he sees, 
£ut traversed by the passing breeze ! — 
AVhere are the boats that should be there — 
"V^here shines the matchless vision fair? 
"Where towers the dread batlalia? — where? 
'Tis silence all and vacancy ! 
The breeze that wanders fresh and free — 
I4o banners spreads in pride afur 
The meteored blazonry of war ! 
The sunbeam laughs — not now it strays 
On arms thai gild it where it plays ; 
Shivered and sent a thousand ways ; — 
No pageant shines out, proud and fair — 
No sun-emblazed battalia there ! 
And Belliard, who hath late pursued 
A band of Cossacks, fierce and rude, 
Soon ends this dark incertitude. 
The gallant soldier had afar 
Beheld the uiarch of Russia's war ! 
Beheld the darkened road that led 
To Moscow, from Smolensk o'erspread 
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With banners and with troops, that pass 
Like eartb-bowed mountains' gathered mass 1> 
If mountatna could be bent and bowed 
To roll o'er earth — a chain of cloud 
Yet bright with lustres unforgot 
Of sunbeams on their summits shot 1 



XXXVllI. 

The truth shines clearly out — 't ia done ! — 

The day o'er-arching hope is gone. 

Yet sets but in some future Sun — 

Rut in some fiiture sun it sets! 

llence^hence with wishes and regrets! 

The glorious hour so oft delayed 

Sliall yet smile back their lowering shade ; 

And when it comes 't will brightlier fall, 

For these anticipations all ! — 

These disappointments — that but higher 

Through hate, through wonder, doubt, anil i 

Shall fun the soul-exalting (ire I 

Now would the Emperor strike a blow, 

UeciBivc for the leaguered foe. 

And instantly and well subdue 

Smolensk, and force his passage through. 

Murut— he, tli' ardent-souled, the inspired — 

Wnr'i worshipper — by glory fired, — 

Yet Cfiinbnted this passion's heat — 

With reasonings sought this rage to meet — 

Hiyt Hung himself at th' Emperor's feet- 
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Implored him but awhile to stay — 

To pause — to ponder — and to weigh ! 

At least, his hurried schemes to scan 

Hre yet he fixed his final plan.. 

In vain ! — fired — maddened — rapt — o'erwrought— 

-A tempest every whirling thought, — 

The unbending Leader would not hear — 

His scheme is fised as rock aud sphere! 

No prayers can shake that purpose strong — 

No pleading— though from angel's tongue! — 

Moscow alone he saw ^ alone 

The sun for him on Moscow shone ; 

He will not change — he will not yield — 

His choice is made — nis doom is sealed ! 



XXXIX. 

Mnrat from forth the presence came — 

Ashes his lip — his brow on Hanie; — 

He mounts hia steed — his steed bounds blgh^ 

Struck by the sharp spur suddenly ! 

It chanced that not Jkr off from there — 

Left hand the Dnieper's current fair — 

Near where that bank the wavelet kissed, 

(Where 'l was not crushed to spray and mist — ) 

Whence Belliiird scanned, witli sorrowing eye. 

The movements of the enemy, 

A formidable battery rose, 

To which the deep, detenniucd foes 

Two yet more fearful did oppose 




Till CTen the mortml d»y — it' o'er-wwroed— — 
Se<'Uied spiritually cb&nged — tranafbrmetl — 
The uplifted dart f^ilU powerless there — 
It dares not smile, ibotigb 'twoidd sot spare! 
It dares not strike! — the immoutal breaks 
Too much through the elewenls il wakes. 
And part of its proud being makeal 
Too ranch appear — Ute &mi1 — ibu Fn 
As one — divideless — and toe SuUIbI- 
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XL, itt 

Still thickening round the dealhbolts showered — 
Still heaven and eiirlh dark-mingling lowered! — 
Belliard — right faithful follower — stands 
Beside his King with close-clasped hands. 
" Turn ! aire ! — The death that waits thee here— i 
That glory lacks— to ihee so dear!" 
The King's sole answer to his prayer 
Was further still to fling him there! 
Death feared he never ! but he feared 
The wreck of one his heart revered — 
The failure of their hope — their aim — 
The death of Honour — Victory — Fame ! 
Yet otherajtiow, with wondering grief. 
Clustered behind their desperate chief; 
Then to bis train the monarch turns — 
His eye, with flash unwonted, burns. 
With lurid light and sombre fire : 
" Back all!— I bid ye hence retire ! 
Leave sovereign misery to expire ! " 
He bade in vain — not one would part — 
True followers of his Lion Heart ! 
Leal — loyal to the death they stand — 
A desperately-devoted band ! 
Their generous stubbornness of zeal 
Strikes to his heart with deep appeal ; 
He turns him from that dangerous scene 
With treble anguish in his luien ; — 



Nov n^ts teiiiUi h««b4 
Tbe sssasit, vitt deataia^ fCv^s oTm 
WiA kidnws fvv, &r n4 6b«, 
Destb rides apoa the hh efcfiMg blMtli 
Tbe wiDgM W«r stiSi karrTin> wot U 
From faBUerr 4n*d lo battka 
FWce btnsb Ae load-explo^ns b 
- To Bcoop at ofwc tbe yawuing 
Death-blow and deaib-bed, wU anl « 
VTah those who its stem mhoeks betide; 
Let these donbt not thai the; shall hare 
At once desiroction — Knd a gi^ve! 
These winged ¥olcaDO«s of the air 
Their slaughteroas way siill $haU«nng tear 
Through all ibat dares oppose them there! — <* 
Thick round a shadowing abroad is spaa 
Of volnmed smoke, that hides the san. 
While dearening horsts the astounding din 
Froni sadden, roaring cuUerin. 

'^atlerics spread stern havoc round — ■. 

H and shakes ttie trouUled goimd— • J 
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The cannon's iron months yawn wide. 
And scatter fate on everj' side ! 
Those cannons pour their ruinous wrath 
Along the crashed and blighted path. 
And parch the air with red-hot breath — 
Tremendous Telegraphs of Death ! 
Thus each to each shall make appear 
Their dreadful purpose full and clear! — 
Thns foes to foes breathe free and fair 
Their certain message of despair; 
The City's mighty walls unbowed. 
Enveloped frown through sulphurous cloud : 
The amazing thickness of those walls 
Resists the storm that round them falls! 
The thick-showered shot in vain assails — 
The enomiona mass o'er all prevails! 
As hills on their foundaiions stand, 
So stood that adamantine band ! 



XLII. 
Still to the attack the French return — 
The sallying hosts they backward spurn ; 
These must precipitate their pace. 
Or reach no more their sheltering place ! 
AH perished that could gain not then 
Their massy sheltering walls again ! — 
Behind the assaulting colnmns too, 
That desperately the attack renew, — 
L A hideous trail of blood and death 
^Marks out too sternly well their path; — 




d 
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P On the amphitheatral Heights around — f^^| 


1 The encircling liilla — the scene thai crowneil — I ^H 


1 The embattailled hosts, with bannered pride, ''^^| 


1 Thick ranged, the desperate conflict eyed ; ''^^| 


fc Their bold companions* acts snrveyed — '*^^| 


^^^ Felt as tliey shared each effort made — ^"i^^l 


^^H Gloried in every gallant feat '^^^| 


^^^ That shewed their generous valour's heat ; — I^^H 


r And acted o'er each deed in thought '^^^1 


B Tlieir brethren of the battle wrought ; ^^^H 


^^^L All breathless there they gazing sEood, ^^H 


^^^P And watched that scene of strife and blood. ^^H 


^H .,^H 


^^^^ But when they marked those dauntless men ^^M 


^^^K Rush to the fierce attack again, ' ^^M 


^^^^P And yet again— renew — repeat ^^H 


^^^ An hundred times each warlike feat ; ' ^^M 


r Saw them wade on through seas of gore ^^M 


h Which their own veins empurpled pour, — ' ^^M 


^^^L With still increasing valour's might, ^^M 


^^^H Still waxing fiercer in the fight— ' ^^M 


^^* As though the Souls of all that fell, ' ^H 


r Cloathed in their Forma, fought doubly well ; — ' . ^^M 


h Revived in their proud persons there ' ^^M 


^^^L And gave such bravery's double share! ' ^^M 


^^H Till evei-y Death hut lent more Life ' ^H 


^^^V To those survivors in the strife ! — '^^H 


^^^B Then — then rose mountain high their mood ! -^^^H 


^^^K A thousand fevers tired their blood ! ^^| 
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Like new-tuiled lions, gored and gs^wJg^ ^,(( ^j , 
Till into maddening fury lashed, .Fl-vT;'>ri4 sflT 

That rage around with aeveii-fold strepgtli, .. i a,|T 
Their answering souls o'erflowed at length ; r,',iiT 
Th' enthusiastic shouts they send — i limrr 

The troubled air must strike and readi^ijj ff, ](j,^ 
With tumult that shall sound afar, ,., ,., |n,^nfF> 
Through all the bellowing blasts of war ; 
They shout— they clap their bands aloud — 
Glorious applause and homage proud ! 

XLIV. 



They hear! — the dreadless warriors bear! 

And well such sounds may bless and cheer !-n 

Deep recompense for all they bear ! — . 

Aye I to the very dying there ! 

ITiese snatched one moment more of breath— 

Their parting souls half conquered death ! 

Paused ere they took their distant flight, 

Nor died till bleat with that delight! 

'I'hen dying, even appeared to be 

Of that Fame-crowned Felicity! 

And those reserved for other lot 

Ne'er that sublime acclaim forgot! 

That mighty admirations gush 

Oft on their raptured souls shall rush ; 

No celebration, pomp, nor pride, 

Could o'er with th' outburst /-Sere have vied! 
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All homage should seem dull and dead 
After those triumphs round them shed ; — 
Those stormy plaudits of the heart. 
Near which all praise should seem but art ! 
That flooding Feeling's cry, — the first. 
Spontaneous — simultaneous burst ! — 
While seemed in that live sea spread wide. 
Posterity personified ! 

Now solemn night — spread deepening fast. 
And o'er that scene her dimness cast. 



END OF CANTO IV. 
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CANTO V. 



I Digbt ^t deepens in the sky 
And darkens earth full ailently ! 
Amidst the din, that noiseless night. 
Unshaken, doth maintain her might ! 
Her banner o'er the banners rears — 
Strikes the sharp radiance from the spears! — 
And dulls the light the bi-eastplate bears ! — 
Soon darkness frowns upon the air. 
And man, awhile, consents to spare — 
Man doth the mutual scathe and spoil 
Forbear reluctantly awhile ; 
And yet not wholly doth the feud 
Seem thus by solemn Night subdued, — 
Shells in the ill-fated town are thrown, 
And fiery tokens soon are shewn — 
Far reddening — full — and visioned plain^ 
That speak their cruel care not vain ! — 
Ha! faster — farther still they spread. 
Enkindling air to one deep red ; 
Can this bombardment, — scarce begun. 
Already thus its work have done ? 
Can this have thus — with strange si 
Omtstripped their hurrying eagernes 
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It cannot be ! — 't is not «o, — ho ! — 

Seems this the stem work of the foe! 

The hapless town hath Barclay fired ! — 

Abandoned its defence — retired — 

And left to the enemy abhorred 

Ashes and cinders for his sword ! 

And for his triumph bnt a wreck 

That Victory's self can scarcely deck ! 

The rolling flames, with hideous sounds 

Rose, reddening all the scene around^ — 

Devouring fest that ruined town 

Into their jaws of terror thrown. 

They mount — they spread — they howling sweep. 

High billowing like a fiery Deep, 

While crouches at their feet — their prey 

Submitting to their tyrannous sway. 

These flames that spread around — before — 

Beneath — above — all mantling o'er — 

Lengthened their dull and deepening roar ! 

A dismal sound — like thousand knells, 

Confusodly mingling, sternly swells ! 

TiiHt falling houses thunder down — 

Thoir ronding groans new clamours drown ; 

lluHJiing to ruin — others rock 

And Hlmk(> the ground with deadly shock! 



II. 

Tho sky wcniH nil one blood-red hu 
Forj^ollcn HIT its lints of blue; 



THE MAIDEN OF MOSCOW. 



shadowy depths of midnight gloom 
'or that strong, dazzling, burning bloom ! 

Far spreads that glow o'er night's pierced sky — 

One awful — one o'erpowering dye ! 
.Ab all its stars were linked with Hame, 

Noon's proudest show of light to tame, — 

As all its stars were mixed in fire 

To one wild meteor-terror dire! — 

The Emperor sate before his tent, 

Bis bosomed feelings found no vent. 

He gazed on that appalling scene 

With anxious eye and altered mien ; 

His lip forgot the audacious boast — 
,The visions of his pride were lost ! 

What said those flames unto his soul, 

That sweep and howl — that spread and rull T— 

That Russia will not bend and bear. 

But rise and mount to her Despair! — 

Even like those very flames ascend — 
Towering, and towering — to the end ! — 
In one dread, self-esalting blaze — 
itake flame to perish where it plays ! — 
kike that to leave where it hath died, 
Ro treasure for the grasp of pride ; 
^here it hath vanished, but a void — 
Its spoil — with its own self destroyed ! 
IKo gifts — no glories rendering back 
To those that fullow in its track ; 
3)e8pair then Thou ! — if yet thou wilt 

Rush on the madness — and the guilt! — 



lit! 
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The flames that lit the sinking towu 
With that high- wreathing fiery crown. 
Such things seemed sternly to suggest 
To his deep thought — and lessoned heat — 
That Bceptercd Thunder-Bearer's hreast ! 



111. 

Still long he gazed on that wild scene, 
With dreaming mind and darkening mien, 
And listened to these flames that pour 
Their deepening shout, and deadened roar, — 
A mingled sound of many sounds 
TraDBgrcssing each the other's bounds! 
His proud heart shuddered as he saw 
That startling spectacle of awe ! — 
His vast mind trembled as he met 
The meaning of that solemn threat, — 
For Russia spake in Flame and Light 
On that deep memorable night ;— 
" No shame — no chains — whate'er is writ 
In Russia's fate — lacks still — Submit!" 
The Invader read the traceries stumped 
On all he saw — his soul was damped t — 
His hurricane of hope was hushed — 
His very dreams to darkness rushed ! 
Doubt seized him! — ami chill doubt for such, 
Quick minds, hath the torpedo's touch! — 
He paused — he saddened — and was still — 
Then abdicated even his Will,— 
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His beadlong Will — hia Wish uncurbed — 

Humility his soul disturbed ! — 

Humility a space possessed 

The unbounded regions of his breast ; 

This, deepening even with touch ofshume, — 

Lung-unaccustomed feelings — came ! — • 

IV. 
" Earth streams with sacrifice for me — 
Tis Disappointment's vanity! 
The Something that my soul desires — 
Far as the horizon — still retires : 
That 'tis a phantom well I rue — 
Mine own Ahbitiow 1 pursue! — 
And must pursue for evermore, — 
There greets no goal — there smiles no shore ! — 
He who thus hunts his own winged soul 
Shall gain no shore — shall reach no goal ; — 
Once roused from its own chartered place. 
It never restelh from the race ! — 
The impulse oitce given — so must it be — 
The Wrestler with Eternity ! 
Pursuing its eccentric course 
With ever fresh- increasing force ! — 
The o'erwearied spheres shall yet stand still — 
Their path foi^etting to fulfil ; 
The pilgrims of the unbounded space — 
Light— Order— Heal— shall end their race : 
But once the soul moves — onwards driven, 
It knows no rest — in Earth nor Heaveo ! — 
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And TeU methinks. eren now I fi^l 
An tebbof ^ki&disK;i7oasxenl! 
R«c vkik I fied k,— v<^ I know 
h <o^5ifr— w« w^iaer sdS to flow ! 



V. 

^' kni wiiK sxL 1 ^3iE3 I dioald spread 
^" iT *arri Jfy f&iu»w de^ and dread ? 
lu4n£K^niv«!ajixi^^ iincadlesslT anforled, — 
^*iift: — witfc JOL I v> wield the world ? — 
K J^s^ ▼*nmt 5ci iiMiIy and bent 
KiHMai t IW«ciiis» Discontent, 
S^-wnr: i:Bn*t^3if otf mr proper aim, 
Cm^3^' -Qir vaKST of fiune, 

i> of eTen my Name ! 
*n on — the faster still — 
^rW: ^ :^ M«iaired, seems vain and ill ! — 
"^ 'viliM^ "iiM tme and certain hope, 
>^ ittefcc: forward — lest I droop ! — 
I ,j^et «wmT earth's peace and rest, 
^[|^jHi^**^AU — the most unblessed ! — 
T^ wni ! — and I mast feel 't is vain ! — 
In dtt coald I succeed, and gain 
flM MYiureignties of worlds unknown — 
l^ww without end even boast mine own ! — 
^lli^urh Universe-linked Universe 
SImmM pray my blessing — dread my curse !- 
file ambitious thought should ceaseless fly, 
Challenger of the Eternity ! — 
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T\y, — as of old, it changeless flew. 

And idll sboald / as sow pnrsae ! — 

Panae that Phantom — chase that Thoogfal,— 

Troubled, and tortured, and o'erwrousiht ! — 

For me — no calm, and no repose! — 

The impetnoos feeling glows and Sows ; 

Aod I am goaded to become 

Bline own tormentor — deadliest doom ! 

And Ah ! far more than I pursue. 

Am I parsued and maddened too, — 

Far more Ijhf/rom in the race. 

From Dream to Dream, — from Space to Space — 

More — more \fiyfrum, — and avoid 

Thau I pursue ! — Oh, self-destroyed ! — 

From 6ELF thou fllest — a Send of wralh 

That hunts thee o'er the boumless path. 

Though self hath launched — thy stejJB before — 

That Falsehood — beckoning evermore. 

That Error which shall have so esd. 

Which seems with all that lives to blend ! 

It tempts thee — lures thee — all is vjis — 

I fly for ever from my pain ! — 

As hopelessly as still I speed 

To snatch the illusions that recede ! " 



VI. 
Say ! rose such promptings to his mind, 
Wliile thus he sate like One resigned, — 
And gazed on all the terrors dire 
Of that dread festival of fire ! 
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Whoee light was scorching up his eoul 

With strange and mystical controul, — 

That wild and deadly night at last — 

Like nights of Beauty's best — fled past, 

Aud morning dawned o'er that sterii waste ( 

The flames had sunk and shniuk away. 

As though ashamed to meet the day. 

And shock the uprising sun above 

Upon his Heavenly march of Love, 

With their disastrous, funeral glare, 

Yellowing the morning's blushing air — 

Vet stern and hideous scene it seems 

To meet the young Day's laughing gleams ! — 

That break o'er stream, and plain, and height. 

As 't were the breathing birtli of Light ! — 

First kindlings of Creation's life 

To bright and beatiflc strife !— 

To luxury of Disturbance sweet. 

Where but too many Glories meet! — 

But there is that on earth below, 

That well may dim the angelic glow, — 

Pale the new blush of heaven's clear brow. 

And make the morn look frowning now! 

VII. 

There lies Smolensk's drear, smouldering wreck, j 
Which wreaths of smoke thick-volumed deck ; 
Crushed — more than half consumed — it lies. 
Exhaled in black clouds to the skies I 
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^A gloomy and appalling sight, 

■That lent a darkness to the light, — 

-A midnight shadow to the sun, 
"Whose course of glory smiled begun ! 
A wilderness of wrecks was there — 
Heaped blackening, — frowning,^ — grim, — and bare 
Gay structure slight, and mightiest wall, 
The humblest thatch, the loftiest hall. 
The merchant's warehouse widely spread, 
And the artizan's poor tottering shed ! 
Place of the Living — hold and home — 
Place of the Dead — the sheltering tomb! 
The abodes of Man, the shrines of Heaven, 
In one foul ruin rent and riven ! 
These things strewed round on every side. 
All closest search had well defied, 
No eye might pierce their pristine pride ! — 
Pfor mark if Ijaply once, they were. 
Obscure or stately — mean or fair! — 
De Courcy who, through that stern night. 
Ceased not from watching the awful sight, — 
With melancholy marvel deep, 
That warded well the approach of sleep. 
Adventured, — with the awakening morn, — 
To steal into that place forlorn, — 
Lightly his steps unechoed fall, 
Till reached the base of the outward wall ; — 
At once the soldier, undismayed, 
Commenced bis stealthy escalade : 
This feat accomplished well, — while round 
Woke not the fnintest-murmuring sound, — 
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All silently he speeds along, — 
And steers with care his way among 
Strewn heaps in wild disorder flung! — 
Huge fragments blocking up the path, 
Memorials of that night of wrath ! — 
With active spring,— op ample stride, — 
Each hindrance still he well defied — 
The ruins round him yawned in vain, 
Though checked, be soon sped on again ; 
But now he starts — stops — listening turns- 
Some sound he hears, — but naught discerns - 
Steps surely now, and voices come 
To wake the air before so dumb ! — 
And now subside they all in peace. 
The dying echoes droop and cease ; 
Sounds — steps again — once more they wake 
Those echoes round, and startling break 
That silence with the stir they make! — 
The murmur gathering strikes his ear. 
But not to bring one thrill of fear! — 
Those steps were fast approaching too. 
Yet nearer — nearer still they drew ! 
And now of arms the jarring clang — 
Familiar sound! — distinctly rang; — 
His hand at once is on his sword, 
Springs to his lip the ready word ; — 
Reckless of what his enemy 
May boast of strength or numbers be! 
" Stand ! — Yield or die ! — Who slirs ? — What h 
Give answer straight ! — la 't friend or ibe ? " 
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A murmur of low tones profound — 
Seemed the acceuts of Slavonian sound — 
Assured the undaunted listener there 
For conflict stern he must prepare, 
And though so hopeless shews the strife, 
Full dearly will he sell his lite. 



VIII. 

Rushed from those ruins now a band t — 

His sword gleamed — raised by dreadless hand! — 

Nay ! sheathe it! — friends before thee stand! — 

Lo! Poniatowski's valiant Poles, — 

Whose fiery ardour naught controuls ! 

These first had entered the opened gate 

Which Barclay had abandoned late. 

They greet with mutual welcomes there, 

'Midst scenes that might the stoutest scare ! — 

Might blaunche the toit-bronzed cheek, and strew 

Pale ashes o'er ita haughtiest hue ! — 

IMight touch the Teteran's heart — and tame 

Those pulses — iron as his frame ! — 

Might thrill that core, twice — trebly mailed 

'Gainst all that meltingly assailed ! 

They meet in mutual trust — and part. 

De Courcy, half-oppressed at heart, — 

Would tread these dismal haunts alone, 

Sorrow and Solitude his own ! 

For kindliest feelings dwelt within 

The heart that loved war's maddening din ; 



15^ rsi Jt-tZTSJ 



in XTr 'x: zmiiK in. ikL 






i?E pnecuTK^^ 



From die old fcrTiig- nur-ii* imDcnred: — 
TLe v^i kcz-«ers$ttaDed ptbees dear — 
Beyood aH doaie» — aH plicif*' bere — 
Berr<akd <u soesks of eanb bsadc, 
H'baae'er iheir beanir or iheir fnde 2 — 



IX. 

And these dark ashes smoolderins roond. 
EncaniberiDg all the unequal ground — 
These heaps defiued bj blackening stains — 
These — these are their loved homes' remains :- 
Their mnch-lored homes whose sheltering roof 
Thej fondly deemed stood tempest-proof. — 
The stranger s foot these reliqaes spurns — 
His step prophanes their funeral urns. 
And the altars where they oft had knelt. 
And Heaven's own Holiest Presence felt — 
Altars — thrice hallowed bv the tears, — 
Thanksgivings, — prayers of gathered years ! — 
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These, too, in nakedness are thrown. 
Free — to each footstep save their own ! — 
The stranger's eye now dares to dwell 
On haunts long-IoTcd — so long and well, — 
And desecrates that shattered Dome, 
And outrages that blighted Home ! 
And where once stood the place of peace 
Made holy by Love's sweet increase — 
And strengthened trusts and cherished ties — 
The heart's Earth-Immortalities! — 
(For still It seems to snatch — to know 
T/ieir Everlastingness — helow ! 
Even the Everlastingness of Loves, — 
Faiths, trusts, and joys it trembling proves — ) 
And where familiar friends but came 
With interests aud with hopes the same ; 
Or chance, the invited, welcomed guest — 
The chosen, honoured, and caressed! 
Now — now, (while tottering fragments round 
Seem guardians of that hallowed ground ! — 
Weak guardians — powerless to protect — 
Though threateniugly they there project! — ) 
Witli careless footsteps' clanging din. 
Unasked — the armed wanderer strideth in! — 
No gate the approaches now defends — 
Free to invaders as to friends ! — 
With steps presumptuous entering there. 
These cast around the unhallowed stare ; — 
And the outraged ground the tread must know- 
Aye! of the Stranger ! — worse! — tlicFoe! — 
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While they, afar in grief and gloova, 
Tbiuk of their City in its tomb! 
Ciirsp those who gaze upon it there — 
Anil dream sick dreams of Love's despair 
Alas! — such sight Mey could not bear; — 
Thfiy could nol — luigbl not bear to view 
Tlic ruin that their hearts must met 
Uut no ! — he will not lingering dwell 
Oil all sad Fancy haih to tell. 



Iliii soul from mournful drenminn; wakes — 
Once more his fearful march he makes — 
*Mid scorching ruins — scattered wide — 
Right onwards would he hastening stride. 
The tlauics that saved Smolensk from foes 
And gave her to this grim repose, 
Unlf quenched — hul smouldering still might & 
I,ikc swords jiHrt-sheathed — that threatening | 
Prom|)t to burst forth at slightest breath — 
As those proud swords from curbing sheath — 
That with one touch, at warrior's need, 
Shine flashing far — and proudly freed. 
Now sterner objects round him frown. 
Than ruined roofs — or walla o'erlhrown : 
Foul human skeletons hard by 
Chain down, with hideousness, the eye — 
Ou mounds of cinders, heaped they lie. 
Changed, blackened, dried up by the fire. 
Noisome and ghastly — dark and dire. 
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^*^yoiid — where ruled by straDge caprice, 

* *»o flames bsd willed to make brief peace, — 

■^•*«3 paused upon their blasting way, 

® *^ared of their own tyrannous sway-i- 

:>Bd — where stiU stood walls unbent, 

«andevoured by the element — 
j^ -_ ■' 

^*^ corses lie with wounds defaced; 

^^*-tTi — death on each changed feature traced. 
Z"**^ "^?eltering in their gore were they, 

gh this stained deep, their breathless clay : 
_;d on their shrivelled skins, the blood 
^ Izxardenei), raised, and thickened stood ! 
^^ ^3. round tiie spot where eaeli was laid 
^*»Tinge, unnatural show it made, — 

^*iirple pall of fearful state 
V*"Pead forth — for the untouibed Desolate! 






IS 



*3ark! — hark! shrill sounds assail bis ear, 

Xhey ring like woman's shrieks of fear. 

Off bounds he — sudden as a shot — 

He strains^ — he strives to reach the spot ; 

No obstacles can cbeck his speed — 

He seems to see them not — nor heed ! — 

Fast following tb' echoing sounds, he hies— 

He struggles on — he bounds — he flies — 

That bitter cry of deep distress 

Pierced through his spirit's last recess ! 
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Now other sound hath struck his care 
That chilb bis heart witii genGi-ous fears — 
Seemed shouting loud and furiouBly, 
With brutal rage — not rugged glee — 
Some gang of savage soldiery, — 
Let loose upon the town to prey 
On all yet spared — for Rapine's away] — 
And threatening, and insulting there 
Some helpless victims of Despair ! 
And now a sight hath met his eyes, 
Wild as Sleep's visioned phantasies : — 
A knot of fierce-eyed soldiers stand 
With desperate scowl and upraised hand, — ■ 
While gleams each brandished weapon bare- 
Thronged round a groupe disordered there !— 
How sad a groupe! how plainly told 
Their tale by what his eyes behold! 
Wilh what pathetic eloquence 
Appeals it to the soul and sense ! 



XII. 

A venerable priest appeared. 
With forehead bare and snow-white beard. 
Ainldnt those men of strife and blood — 
Ltltd I'atriarch high of old he stood! 
{'rotiicting with his own pale form 

•hrinking from the threatened storm 1— 
iinun 'twas I— extreme old age 
irke<J deep hur forehead's farrowed page I — 
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^n hundred winters' enowe had shed 
^hcir pallor o'er that bowed-down head ! — 
"Those cheeks — full deeply-channelled shew 
"Where tears of sorrows past did flow! — 
Tor Oh ! how many a spring of tears 
3Iu9t gush to lave an hundred years !■ — 
Her eyes long dimmed by Time — fierce glared, — 
As wildly glancing, round she stared 
With ghastly wonder — startled dread — 
As one new wakened from the dead, 
I Convulsed and changed, — she cowered dismayed 
But still her pale blue orbs oft strayed 
To where, behind them^sheltered close 
But by tAeir forms from those fierce foes — 
Was One who, under columned shade 
I Of sculptured pomp, was shivering laid — 
(Yon portico's — that yet entire — 
Had 'scaped the ravages of fire — ) 
Crouched down — ^with limbs beneath him bent — 
With vacant smile that nothing meant ; — 
And yet an eye that restless beamed — 
As though with terror's flash it gleamed, — 
This strange, wild being watched the scene 
With wandering wonder's dubious mien, — 
His guise, position, glance, and air — 
That senseless smile, — that soulless stare, — 
While animal affright shewed there. 
His helpless — hapless state declare ! — 
Each feature seemed ill-formed — misplaced. 
By slavering idiotcy debased ! — 
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hitC iJsrY. — u» fmf2fe*;( >(M9L. 4UBET1 aaL sbziL, 
Ontv* ut ti«*: ^ar — ^i. uBiuuim? triL . — 

Titift uvJK ^uisa. VJeiTrm^. jjbus lui 



Jb^aiMUt unt — lit!* '. I VffiiuL icipc — 

j6 xiAuCittti i itinii — .uL ieiiipmrfr'i £71ta 
1i ii« Jit^ i«E>M^ UL i»a hiai.pt siid &ofr > — 
TxMt'srK lixJt h\mMt OimrducL Ang^il fiamd^ 

At tiivu^i wr^-ixt irjiOi HaiiTcai ^ liri^ia laoids — 
f)JUi?ju«^ — bi*t luirusfT tiiui CTmrmmofe! — 

m 

jy/vx*dk itit twjjp* qciTerimg, ^extfielfssF trill ! 

Uv**- t«|«rituw]j' bestutifol 

h>u^ ^ji^uoM. iMiSkar ihhX pcKir driTeller doll, 

y^ L*/hh <;^jMU\fiiiZJxct — wLere iliouglit geems null, 

hA*<-wt v^uliet* a« iome grinrnng skull ! — 

A/^, ^>lj ! what thousand feeling spoke 

lu i^Yiff) *jweetly-wildered look ! 

fcut <//i^ Warned chiefly there to reign, 

Kvi^ij h<:rjghterjed unto fevered pain — 

A i^huddc'ring, f>carce-convineed surprise 

Aiililir^h that blight and agonize — 

Wild horrors opening to her eyes! 

Kv/r;j v> might blessed Spirits start 

Ari'J hhrink, and shuddering stand apart ; 
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If midst their crowding raptures even — 

Such joys as to the elect arc given, — 

Rose — dreadful vision ! —Death in Heaven ! — 

Though waste — though war, — and fire, and flame, 

To shock in dire succession came — 

Seemed it she doubted — wondering atill — 

Her Good so chanipioned yet the III ! 

The armed ruffians, who had round her pressed, 

With hideous oath and ribald jest, 

Had shrunk discomfited away, — 

These first would make the Priest their prey, — 

First wreak their rage on him, and slay I — 

And strike the centuried mother down 

(Before whose form his own was thrown) 

In very wantODness of ire. 

As these were cause of waste and fire, — 

Which baulked them thus of booty's hope; — 

For this, 'twas stung, that savage troop! — 

But yet his apostolic air 

Awed even the godless bloodhounds there! 

Still marvel sad on marvel grows — 

Worse horrors still her fancy froze ! 

While watched she all the appalling scene — 

Whose sky's — One Cloud — no star between ! 

XIV. 

And yet 'midst all this sore amaze. 
How glorified was that wild gaze! 
How matchless stands the maiden there,— 
She gives a Beauty to Despair ! — 



itvrnFny if mK:iw. 



Her maaiaesst v t :naniLs: 



P^iitr sot iitl^ j anTJig icH 



&c 



W-5»iLd I sDiF-s^ i»'*r ^ae lyre*? aaos 
Airf xzTT'i ZA dbTver srTiniif zxaense 



Oat moiueotj and De Coorri' wefl 
Mztiud an we Isaxe essaTed to tell — 
Aftl more — mndi mofre, — ftr 'tis in Tmin 
To ftrire to link such liTiii^ dnin ! — 
A»d JQJt as dose at hand he stood. 
And raised his arm to quell that feod, 
A dfrfperate deed and dastardlj 
T wad there his heary hap to see ! — 
That half-nnconscioos TremUer, laid 
I^eneath the neighbouring pillared shade,- 
Tfiat gibbering Idiot, muttering there, — 
^ While wilder grew his vacant stare) — 
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Now raised his bony finger long. 

And pointed to the soldier throng, 

With mowing mock — and foul grinmee, — 

Contortions strange of form and face, — 

And screeching laughter's jeering souud — 

Poor fool ! — a cruel fate he found ! 

Maddening to see the mocking thing, — 

With yell, and oath, and sudden spring. 

Dashing the struggling Priest aside, 

The foremost soldier now hath dyed 

His weapon with the Idiot's gore, — 

" Dog ! — thou shall grin and bark no more ! 

Short space bis deed he triumphed o'er, 

De Ck)urcy bounded to the spot, — 

His eyes' wild glare flashed keen and hot, — 

No words tliere came his rage to tell — 

Prostrate the blood-stained murderer fell ! — 

XVI. 

Soon as before their wondering eyes 

De Courcy's form did startling rise. 

All reverent had at once made room, — 

They marked well tlie epaulette and plume,— 

By habit gave they path and way, — 

His rank thus stamped by his array ! — 

They know he is of those whose grade 

Entitles him to be obeyed ! — 

The Man shewed herculean strength 

Who measured on that ground his length, 
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ant dome was made the spoil 

irged flames that round it coil, — 

^nts twining round their prey, 

rould wind themselves away — 

2ry heart — to slay, — 

e their life upon its clay! — 

A" — the expiring Idiot cried, 

ited to the blaze — and died ! 

y long forefinger fell 

the last sigh's bursting swell! 

1 and demoniac grin 

sharp-drawn features thin, 

I he dead by Her cold side, — 

ler who before him died ! — 

lart with such deep feeling rushed — 

ms by hundred winters crushed, — 

ul so writhed 'gainst wrenching Fate, 

pled with it — darkly great ! — 

hose hundred winters' weight ! — 

XX. 

/ — fSur, meek, heroic Thing ! — 
ti, thy lovely form dost fling 
t crimsoned ground accursed, 
rieks from thy young bosom burst! — 
itiful as Heaven art thou, — 
g ! — who art kneeling now 
e-clasped hands and pallid brow ! — 
t thou staunch with that bright hair, 
ives about thee — wildly fair, — 
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The wide wound of the hapless wretch 

Whose limbs — grows stari^ — before thee stretch, 

Asd with imploring mnte embrace. 

Hide on the aged mother's breast thy bee, — 

Essay to check her fierce despair, — 

Beseech her to be armed to bear, — 

Thoogh scarce thy lips could form their prayer. 

What time — her frame to strength restmng — 

Round him she cherished most, she dung ! 

And now thou wouldst console thy sire. 

But on thy tongue the words expire ! 

Blood — death around thee — ruin — doom! — 

Earth frowning like an angry tomb! — 

One dreary Desolation all, — 

That asks the old Darkness for a pall ! — 

And clamouring sounds — that startling rise 

Of distant shouts and gathering cries. 

And tramp of troops that entering pour. 

Like waves upon a desert shore, 

In pale Smolensk — whose pride is o'er — 

Appal thee — crush thee — and o'erpower, — 

Too dark and dreadful is the hour ! — 

Her eye looked upwards as in doubt ! — 

Shall Heaven's fair face even smile without 

That Deadliness of waste and stain 

That now on Earth upholds its reign ? — 

Her fair hair's golden lustrousness. 

With sunshine on each floating tress, 

S(;(!ined paling with her soul's affright 

Ami lofein^; half its precious light, — 
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^]1 twining up with terror there 

-Above her marbled forehead fair! — 

^ut she is strengthened — anneJ — Behold !— 

Oh, creature of heroic mould ! — 

She tliruBt aside her doubt and dread — 

And rose — as riiiiiig from the Dead ! 

XXI. 
She clismpioDB all her fear and wott, 
Commanding tears that must not flow, — 
They turn to living fire instead : 
That burning heart forgot it bled ! — 
While pointing to those meteors red, 
That in the distance gleam and glare, — 
She gpoke at length and cried — " Ekwabe! 
Aye! — Witless Ivan! — victim weak! 
Did not thy dying spirit speak ? — 
T was Bure a gleam of prophecy 
Vouchsafed thee from the Eternal Sky! — 
And Fire shall after Fire outburst, — 
To crown the work of this — the first ! — 
Till foea of Heaven and Men shall see 
RussiA^ — our best-loved Russia — free ! " 
Her fair hair down her shoulders streamed. 
Her bare arm, white — and whitening — gleamed) — 
It seemed to dazzle on the sight. 
And grow a part of very light! 
And did Sclavanian accents dwell 
On thy soft lips — sweet oracle ^ 
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No ! came the words of thy wild trance 
Poured forth in broken words of France ! 
De Courcy shuddering — sorrowing, heard, 
While hung his heart on every word, — 
While all his listening soul seemed bound 
To worship eyen that threatening sound ! 
For ne'er his eyes had dreamed nor seen 
A being of such matchless mien ! 

XXII. 
And said I that her lovely form, 
Amid that furious gathering storm, 
Looked like some Guardian Angel sent 
To shield the wretch who near her bent, 
With shivering moan and weakling cry. 
In abject aoul-inanity ! — 
Ah ! rather with that glorious glow 
Of Soul that lived along her brow, — 
Whence Great Thoughts radiate — beam by beam,- 
Like Russia's angel shall she seem I — 
Yes ! nobly rose her soul's strong pride. 
And Courage lived and pale Fear died ! — 
And midst those hideous sights around. 
Firm stood the maid on that red ground t — 
And now that pallid Priest advanced. 
And while bis eye in anguish glanced 
Swif^ round on all that maddening stirred 
His sorrow till it knew no word, 
(Though high within his soul it swelled, — ) 
Brief parle he with De Courcy held : 
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i.^nd this tbe substance of his talci, 
"^Vliich oft he checked to mourn and wail! — 



xxni. 

"When Barclay left Smolensk's proud towers- 
. Tlesigned to ruin — with bis Powers, — 
"This reverend Priest remained behind. 
Distracted still by dubious mind; — 
He felt — full glad he would have been 
To leave that sternly altered scene, 
And with the rest to shun the sight 
Of bowed Smolensko's shattered might I — 
'/ But still he knew such dream was rain, — 
O'er battliug thoughts he strove to reign, — 
Since this his fate forbade to be, 
He yielded to the fixed decree! — 
His mother — whose waned life might seem 
Like some well-nigh exhausted stream 
Which drop by drop shrinks fast away — 
Might well decide him thus to stay. 
And then bis Idiot brother, too. 
Whom long he loved with feelings true. 
Had ill in such strange wanderings fared, — 
But bolh from barm and grief were spared !— 
Besides — half frightened — half amused — 
With wildering sounds and sights confused- 
Had the Idiot still remained concealed, — 
Long time was not his place revealed ! — 
Till driven from his close hold by flame, 
Forth on that very Morn he came! 
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XXIV. 

The Priest, — the unhappiest Vassilii, 

Whose trust in Heaven alone might be, — 

Had gathered all that yet were left 

In that &llen town — of aid bereft. 

And in a high and holy Fane, 

Which swarth, stem War refused to stain, — 

Which even the rocking flames forbore 

Midst the fierce revelling of their roar, — 

Had these assembled — barred — secured 

With him — his household too, — immured — 

There thronged they round him — reassured! — 

Preserved from horrors wild and wide. 

That shocked the sight on every side ; — 

Delivered from their mad despair. 

And breathing that calm, hallowed air. 

Which seemed to consecrate their care, — 

They wept — they smiled — right glad to be 

In such a Mighty Sanctuary ! 

And there, — with prayers, the remnant slight 

Of the outpoured Population fight ! — 

Fight 'gainst the sacrilegious Foe, 

Who comes their country to o'erthrow ; — 

To lift, perchance, the impious hand 

'Gainst the honoured altars of the land ! — 

And while thus duteously engaged — 

The very act their griefs assuaged — 

Their city burning round the while 

Their blessed homesteads — Ruin's spoil! — 
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"Their old fniuiliar friends disperaed^ 
And glorying near, — the Foe accursed ! — 
Still the act of prayer assuaged their grief, 
And brought sweet medicine of relief! — 
But yet full Bore must be the thought 
Of all the desolation wrought — 
The fearful havoc caused by those 
Who racked their Russia from repose! — 
And never veilder — bitterer tears, 
Those altars of a thousand years — 
Where many a melting heart did flow 
Through many a eouree of human woe, 
In agonizing tides — might know 
Than those that streamed upon them then 
From eyes of bal>es and bearded men ! 



XXV. 

What sudden, strange, and searching sound 

Now inteiTupts those prayers profound ? — 

What hideous and unearthly yell, 

That seems of maddening fear to tell 1 — 

That tone, far-thrilling, deeply knew 

The aged mother there — the brother, too — 

Ivan! — 'tis the Idiot shrieks without ! — 

Still loud he yells ! — shout foUoweth shout !— 

Twas oft his practice thus in play, 

To lurk in ambush many a day. 

In strictest secrecy to hide, 

Still vainly sought for far and widi?! — 




P<»»liil iliiii »■■> wh.«li^Wa«^ 

9 ■OBrtBa ctnjcd, — 

Waned iim, bum wmhi^ to niK,— ) 
Aad hnrd A* WIIot^ tf tlw fcBO, 
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HMD, n'uTBg ap Idi vaeant ern^ 
BdwM tbeto iendr rash md riw— 
He deenked tlMt the Eril Spinta there— 
Wham oft Us oiaCher bade Ihid fear — 
Wa« driviog rooDd him to destror, 
Atkd bowling oat their hideoos joj ! — 



XXVI. 

With agUDf of terror stung, 

'%y like huntetJ beast be sprui^, 
IndiDg but a desert wide, — 
ist Ilia 9tep£ nnciTtng guide. 
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*To that fair Chorch where, day by day. 
Be knew his mother passed to pray ! — 
-And when that Holy Faae was reached. 
He stood, and stamped, — and stormed — and screched— 
Unable there to enter straight. 
Or move the massive portals' weight! — 
But when those mighty doors unbarred, 
Free ingress offered — all o'er-scared — 
Refused he then to enter there. 
And fled away in wild despair, 
' Though well-known voices called him still, 
I And bade him fear nor wrong nor ill ! — 
' Then where the flames his passage stayed — 
, Me turned — and bounded buck dismayed — 

Outbreaihed, — but leaping to and fro. 
I As wild bulls in the prairies go, — 
Where in the West, — their chosen ground 
With rings of fire the hunters bound ! — 
And still be dreamed on every side 
On blood-red steeds ihe Demons ride — 
He yelled — he foamed — he ramped — he leapt— 
Then loud his grey-haired motlier wept ! — 
That sad sound stayed his phrenzied dreani^ 
I He answered with one long-drawn scream. 
Then came and crouched him at her feet, 
Sweltering and sick with haste and heat ; — 
But still 'gainst all entreaties proof. 
He would not seek that sheltering roof, — 
■He would not to ihe Church repair, 

leh snppliant, round him, km^li rliey there !- 
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And round hira siill they suppliant knelt, 
In Lopes his rudo resolve to melt, 
While in the Sacred Fane, ere long, 
Resumed their prayers the refluent throng! , 
At length the out-wearied Priest essayed 
To force, hy strong Coercion's aid. 
His brother to the aacred shade! — 
Then deafening rang his shrieks of dread,- 
The ear-splitting yells far-echoing spread — 
Till these brought hurrying to the spot 
Thai reckless band — that ruffian knot ; - 
For booty these were prowling round, 
Enraged that there no spoils abound 1 — 
And maddening at the waste tbey found! — 
Right gladly marking then the groupc. 
Came trampling on the unpitying troop, — 
"A Priest! — a Priest! — now he shall shew 
Where stores of hidden treasures glow — 
Since heaps of gold and gems have these !" — 
Tims shout they loud, — and roughly seiie 
The unhappy Priest, who thrilled with fear 
For all his hest-beloved ones near; — 
Fierce signs then make the impatient throng,- 
He answers in their native tongue ! — 
Of worthy strain and stock was he, 
And trained had been right libemlly! — 
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In vain he swears no treasured hoards 
Smolensk's deserted site affords — 
That all her wealth, since yesterday, 
The Russian hosts had borne away ! — 
Enraged and unconvinced, they threat — 
And hotly, savagely beset; — 
Already they desist from words, 
High brandishing their glittering swords, 
AVhen suddenly the daugliter flung 
Her form those ru^ed men among, 
Beseeching them to stay their ire — 
Imploring mercy for her sire ! — 
Their ravening rage her voice disarms — 
They gaze astonished on her charms ; — 
Oh ! — Fly to yon protecting walls, 
Thou, on whose brow of Beauty falls 
The nnhallowed glance that most appals ; — 
But none shall dare to do that maid 
Injurious part — seems Heaven to aid ! — 
So queenly strikes her look and air. 
They stand abashed and wondering there. 
As that raised head and white-waved hand 
Had right prescriptive to command ! 



Back on the Priest they turned once more— 
Used threats — invectives, — as before, — 
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Till now more furious grown they swear 
With oaths he shuddering starts to hear, — 
If he refuse to point the way, 
To where the guarded treasures stay, 
His aged mother shall expire 

The first beneath their ruthless ire ! — 
And then himself shall die the death 
And yield his vile tenacious breath, 
Should he dare still their claims refuse, 
And keep them from the conquerors' dues !— 
Nor aid their right and natural quest — 
Obeying straight their rough behest ! — 
And — then — De Courcy knew the rest ! — 
With wan lip fluttering like a leaf, 
In broken sentences and brief, 
The Priest attempted to make clear 
These statements to De Courcy 's ear ; 
Scarce in the manner we have told 
Such matter 'twas he would unfold — 
But, from his labouring lip, came slow 
Disjointed phrases — fraught with woe ! — 
De Courcy with compassion heard, 
And reverent hung on every word. 
Though oft his charmed, enraptured eye 
Wandered to one who wept hard by. 
Who poured her moan of sorrow o'er 
The unconscious forms that felt no more. 
And still — with anguish-labouring breast — 
Kind words to their sealed ears addressed — 
And wept — then paused — then wept again — 
That weeping was so very vain ! 
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And beautiful she looked the while. 

As though she smiled the hcavenliest smile ! 

De Courcy, to his inmost soul, 

Received Love's deep and strong controul ; 

Ere yet a thought hath risen to shew 

Such feelings in his bosom glow ! 

XXX. 

Ah ! little needed there I guess, 

While watching her divine distress, 

The memory of his Mother's prayer 

To melt him — win him — touch him there — 

And yet to recollection rose, 

While gazed he on those deepening woes, 

The words that much-loved mother spoke. 

When from her clasping arms he broke, — 

"Oh! Spare the weak — the helpless save — " 

Yes ! as Heaven's mercy he may crave ! — 

Yes! — or Heaven doom him to the grave ! 

And now the Priest, beside the Bead, 

Hath bowed his agonizing head. 

With murmurs low and shivering sighs, 

Hath closed those glazed and ghastly eyes ! — 

And then he kneeled him down to pray 

Beside the unmoved, insensate clay. 

While stood De Courcy silent near, 

Uncovered — with respect sincere — 

Now risen from Death's cold, breathless side. 

The mourning Priest hath signified. 



180 



THE MAIDEN OF MOSCOW. 



By Speechless signs, — tlie words lie tried 
Were choked by Sorrow's bursting tide, — 
Tbnt he those corses must remove. 
With filial and fraternal love. 
And reverential awe, from hence — 
While still his grief grew more intense. 

XXXI. 

De Courcy turned to give cbmmaad 
To that scared, guilty eoldier-band, — 
Gut they had vanished from the place, 
Some keenly conscious of disgrace. 
And others of more desperate mood — 
Hardened, and stung, and unsubdued — 
And vowing vengeance 'gainst the Priest, 
Who nothing had their wealth increased — 
Thus, — from their slaughterous grasp released ^ 
The murdering foul marauder there 
Still lies outslretched with stone-like air. 
Where young De Courcy "s vigorous blow 
[lad laid the unfeeling monster low ! 
De Courcy turns to him — No! — No ! — 
The Priest recoils with shuddering chill. 
What! the impious author of the ill? 
HU foul touch ne'er should desecrate 
Those victims he hath given to fate! — 
For both deaths are his ruSian deed, 
Though but one breast he bade to bleed. 
The unhappy mother could not shun 
The stroke that slew her cherished one! — 
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once she sank — destroyed — undone — 
d of the death of him— her son ! — 
1 lightly snapped that feeblest thread, 
it scarce distinguished from the dead, — 
Siiut the exhausted life appeared, 
icb yet one worshipped tie endeared ! 

XXXII. 
I now De Courcy, prompt to aid, 
ii turned where that shrunk form is hiid ; 
1 soon his arm, in careful way, 
th reverently upraised the clay, 
! Priest doth the Idiot's corse sustain — 
Tes slow that humble funeral train. 
th speechless lips, and soundless feet, 
y pass on through the unechoing street. 
angelic mourner following there 
ks like some Heavenly minister, 
t from above to claim from Earth 
nged Spirits of immortal birth, 
, still his burthen each sustained 
il the Temple's gates were gained, 
ere crowd the unhappy ones who have 
home save here — and in the grave ! — 

XXXlll. 
trust, a scene De Courcy saw 
t thrilled with agony and awe, — 
if the freight they bear aro^ise 
rgst the inmates of that Holy House, 
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A sorrowing wonder deep and dark. 

The scene he there doth marvelling mark. 

Arouses in his generous breast 

Compassion — not to be suppressed. 

There, too, Remorse — Donbt — Horror, blend. 

And hurr)'ing feelings without end 1 — 

Are these the triumphs, then, of war? — 

For this shines out her brilliant star? — 

Thronged round the proud Cathedral's shrine, 

Deprived of all but aid Divine, 

Whole families with pallid mien 

Their houseless heads dejected lean. 

Here kneels, and prays in trembling tone. 

The Octogenarian — left alone, — 

Who lately spread those withered hands 

To bless bis little household bands! — 

Those sweet grand children -group es beloved — 

That aheddingjoy around him — moved! 

These snatched he to his gladdened heart — 

They still appeared of life a part ! — 

While Time — that had his own days thinned, — 

Scattering like leaves that autumn's wind, 

Hath blown — till few remained behind — 

Had given him gifts all wealth above 

In those sweet little lives of Love ! — 

And there some widowed mourner weeps, — 

With burning tears the pavement steeps — 

And smites her breast with sick despair, 

And wild uproots her bandless hair ; — 
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Her lord — and she a blushing bride — 
Stern war had severed from her side. 
And there — yet sadder sight! — behold! — 
A being cast in tenderest mould. 
Forsaken, helpless, and distressed. 
Clasps her pale cliild upon her breast ; 
Of all hope 'reft — of every stay — 
She weeps both — both their lives away! — 
While those chilled veins no more supply 
Niirtnre to its necessity ! — 
And near her — awed her grief to see — 
Mute stands an orphaned family, 
Whose father late, perchance, had rued 
French marksmen's dexterous aim and good. 

XXXIV. 
And every where — groaned wild distress — 
Bowed Age — or sorrowing Loveliness ! — 
Of War's dark thunderous history, 
This passage might appear to be 
Some wild and dreamy paraphrase, 
And writ in tears — not stars and bays ! — 
De Courcy sighed — still following close 
The unhappy Priest — 'midst these strange sbowa;- 
And now, as up the aisles they bear 
Their breathless burthens — happiest there! — 
'Midst all that moan, and mourn, and sigh, 
And many a struggling heart-death die! — 
Ejaculations wild and low. 
Like drops that brimmed the cup of woe, 
From countless lips spontaneous flow ! — 
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'* Heaven's grace !— must thou^ too, stricken bend 

Good Usbeck Vassilii! — our Friend?" — 

Till Sorrow brake from Reason's thrall, — 

Pain, burst through Patience' trammels all ! — 

Twas not alone the death of those 

Who now were gathered to repose — 

For one had to such age arrived 

That all her world she had outlived, 

And Earth for such must frown — the gloom, — 

While seems the gate of Heaven — the tomb! 

The other bore the Immortal Light — 

Cloathed doubly round with shadowy Night! — 

The undying spark that bright should shine 

Within — yet seemed all — all divine ! — 

As lingering in the Eternal Breast 

A slumbering dower — still unconfessed ! 

That yet he shall receive in might — 

Tis now his own in worlds of Light ! — 

T'was not alone their deaths that so 

O'erwhelmed him with a stunning woe — 

Though horrible the manner was 

In which they were condemned to pass, — 

Their closing scene — a dream of dread 

Where more than funeral horrors spread ! — 

XXXV. 

But 'twas the waste — the wreck — the wound — 

That now seemed shared by all around — 

It was to see no end of pain — 

A boundless Misery's far-stretched reign ! — 

To see as 'twere on every side 

His proper sorrow magnified 1 — 
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And One bleak Desolation cast 
O'er all the Future — Present — Past! — 
A mighty and a sweeping gloom, 
Frowned lengthening upwards from the tomb. 
Like rays of heaviest darkness sent 
From Death's own solemn tenement — 
Meeting the rays of Light on high — 
And, nncreating half the sky! — 
While there a blood-red hand, far gleamed. 
Whose shadow as a chaos seemed — 
Unbuilding that divinest dome. 
There setting up Its fiery gloom ! — 
These thoughts — fear — memory — madness — all, — 
IMadc Sorrow break from Reason's thrall ! 
I*rostrale on that proud Hoor he fell — 
As wretch condemned in dungeoned cell 
His future numbered days to tell — 
'Gainst the old stained gorgeous pavement pressed 
The buruing anguish of his breast ! 
And strained the pulseless marble close 
Unto his heaving heart of woes — 
In that deep deadly inward shock. 
That reasoned governance did njock ; 
Till seemed that gojgeous pavement old 
To tremble, where be writhed and rolled, 
As he should wake, with dreadful strife. 
That melting marble into life ; — 
Those senseless stones beneath his weight, 
With agony ev'n animate! — 
So in each anguish-drop, his soul 
O'erHowt'd — concentered — atemeJ to roll ! — 
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XXXVI. 

And nho ehall say wliat anful power 

The soul may gain in sacli an hour. 

Forced back even by her tbbt woe 

From all around — from all below, 

To her great Source she seems to fly — 

And 19 at once — Immensity ! — 

Then — then it is, that Source and Stream 

Too awfully commingling seem ! 

Ah, thus! the God-given, HeaTen-born Soul, 

At times will euns and worlds controul, — 

At some tremendous Passion's call 

And far out-strip — out-sweep them all ! 

Remembering so her Spaceless Birth ! 

And shaking off the encumbering Earth ! — 

And shaking off the Sun, — that seems 

A darkness to her glorying dreams ! — 

And all the firmaments of stars, 

As but impediments and bars — 

And all the furniture of Time, 

Through noonj and night, and eve, and prime, 

And all that mighty Nature halh 

Sublimely strewed along her path ! 

Then the Created rushes back 

Upon its dread Creation's track ! 

The Soul — unutterable thing! — 

That, lightened forth from Light's own spring,— 

Acts o'er again its fearful burst 

To Being — consciously rehearsed — 
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' Hails Truth's great fount, whence forth it 
l^ill Life is to Immortal lashed ! — 
And so 'tw&s with that spirit bowed — 
Even DOW, to this Affliction's cloud, 
Twas thus all the overs had o wings there 
Of Strife — and Sufiering — and Despair — 
Had bnghtlier shewn, and bade to roll — 
That Spiritual Sun — the SouL!-^ 
By forceful contrast proving best 
The greatness of Earth's heavenly guest ! 

XXXVII. 
Rose from the dust the unhappy man 
With features calmed, — but drawn and wan- 
By earnest efforts he compressed 
The woe within his working breast. 
He shook the grey hair from his eyes. 
That thick with dust dishevelled lies, — 
In matted masses, deep and wild. 
Heavily o'er his forehead piled ! — 
, Then lifted up his voice, and cried — 
' " Oh, Father ! turn these shafts aside — 
' These bolts of ruin turn — and spare 
' The Wretched,— hurried to despair ! 
I Enlighten, then, the luvader's soul 
I And make him bless thy bright controul ! — 
I His chariot- wheels of teiror stay 
' Upon their stormy-rushing way, — 
i| And wring from his arrested hand 

e sharp-scythed sceptre of command J — 
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And the uolaunclied thunderbolts of wr&th 

That wail to desolate our jiatli ! — 

Oh ! wrench them from his grasp of pride, 

And in Tliy very mercy chide ! 

Illuminate his darkened heart. 

And point to him the better part! 

Exorcise the Evil Fiend within, 

And wash his soul from scarlet sin ! — 

And send thine Angel Bright to fill 

The place where ruled the Prince of 111! 

Even so Thy faithful children guard — 

Even BO be the Evil Dealer spared ! 

As though this blessed Land should bring 

Repentance prompt on rushing wing, 

To those that dared invade lier soil. 

To raze, and desolate, and spoil ! 

Thus he her bloodless triumph given, — 

Not by Herself— but all by Heaven ! 

Thus give her victory such as may 

Be Bung by the Angels far away, 

In realms of the Uncreated Day ! 

XXXVllI. 

" But if —Oh ! Father!— 'tis Thy will 
That heart be evil purposed still, 
Ob! — hear us in Thy mercy! — hear ! 
Even from ihe Heaven of Heavens give ear! 
And be the Impenitent casl down. 
Oh ! Sear and scathe his fiery cnnvn ! 
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Extinguish all its baleful light, 

And pinnge his Victory-Sun in night! — 

Turn the winged thunderbolts he wields, 

Though, through Pride's thousand brazen shields — 

'Gainst the impious breast foul Scorn hatli warmed ; 

With sevenfold dreadfulness full armed, — 

The Hurricane-Eclipsings stay ! — 

O'erturn the Chariot in the way — 

Where deep its giant shadows sway, 

To check the noon-bright sunbeams play : — 

Turn all his weapons 'gainst himself, — 

And dash him on Destruction's shelf! — 

"Midst all his Multitude of Men, 

Let none be strong to smite again,— 

Oh ! paralyze the uplifted arms 

That meditate unholy harms — 

That come to stab with devilish art 

A kneeling empire to the lienrt ! — 

Even while at the altars of its trust 

It supplicates the True and Just! — 

While half upraised to Thee above, 

In tliat devotion's deepening love ! — 

Shall not the blow thus darkly dealt — 

Shall not that stab in Heaven be felt ? 



XXXIX. 

" strike down then Thou these sons of strife ; 
Snatch from their nostrils back the life, — 
And scatter them like loosened leaves, 
Or shaken grain from ripened sheaves — 
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Along the bosom of the land. 

Which they would blast with bolt and brand ! 

Oh ! let them, — reft of blood and breath, — 

Spread their long train of doom and death — 

Uocoffined — unen torn bed — unblessed — 

No stone set up above their rest! 

Thus may they stretch, — for mercies sent, — 

Wide o'er the land a moounient ! — 

A monument of Thy great might. 

And high espousal of the right! 

In their lone lowliness outspread, 

Paving the earth with piles of dead — 

Than mountain-pyramids more dread. 

Though these, in star-y-pointing height, 

Should cleave the purple heart of night! — 

The stars shall downwards glimmer pale. 

Where Death shall whilen hill and vale. 

Attracted, — yet repulsed, shall shine 

Your gems,^Oh! Firmamental Mine! — 

And half foi^et their light divine ! — 

Those bones shall bleach— Ueaveu's vault beneath,- 

A ghastly Milky-way of Death ! — 

Till like one opened lidleas tomb 

The face of Nature shall become! — 

Thus shall alone the Invaders spoil 

And blast the fair face of our soil,— 

Aye! — with their ruin and their wreck. 

Where Thou'st thus bowed the stubborn neck ! — 

Yet but to fertilize our plains. 

Ere long with their thick-strewn remains!" 
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XL. 



The indignant voice hath died away, 

Yet still its accents hold high sway ; 

Aod echo long through the aisles sublime 

Of that old pile — unbowed by Time ! — 

And was it not a Prophet's tone — 

Clear aa some note by clarion blown. 

That rung from his deep lip, as though 

Inspired by the ecstasy of woe ! 

And was it not a Prophet's glance 

That touched the aoul^ — ^like fire-tipped lunce ; 

The glance that keen eye sparkling shot, 

Whose arrowy ardour fadeth not ! — 

Back from his forehead — high and bare. 

Streamed smooth and straight, bis lirae-toitched hair - 

In silvery lengths of solemn light, 

Like misled meteors of the night — 

That forehead laced with starting veins, 

The fitful flush of fever stains, 

And burns as from his soul — so deep. 

The enkindlings there that live and leap — 

As though the Invisible rushed forth. 

Revealed in all its bidden worth! — 

Wildly upon his heaving breast. 

Where round his swelling heart they're pressed,- 

The sable draperies rise and fall 

Like tapestries stirred on gusty wall — 
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When heaves with strange tempestuous strife, 
The Image-World of pictured life ! — 

XLI. 

De Courcy heard hia words of gloom, 

As called a voice from out the tomb. 

And varying deep expressions past — 

Yet each had still a solemn cast — 

Now saddening — and enkindling now — 

Along his broad and lofty brow ! — 

When first the Priest full nobly prayed. 

The Invader's arm might yet be stayed 

By his own changed and softened heart — 

New won to Virtue's loftier part ! — 

Whose footsteps stamped through Heavenly grace 

On that proud heart — with blessed trace — 

Might red Ambition's signs efface ! — 

A hurrying admiration stirred 

Through all his features as he heard, — 

Yet touched with dim dejection's shade, — 

As felt he still Heaven would not aid — 

As though he felt, with grief and pain, 

That generous prayer was prayed in vain ! — 



XLIl. 

But when the Priest, with altered tone — 
Deep as the lashed sea's hollow groan — 
Denounced for utter ruin's worst 
All the enterprise — the abhorred — accursed,- 
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That had for aim the Fate and Fall 

Of his loved land — best-loved of all!^ 

If hardened still — unchanged — unwoo — 

The Invader and hia Hosts mshed on, 

The strong pnlaations of hla hreaat 

His deep emotion's might confessed. 

His breath came thickening — fiashed and flew 

O'er brow and cheek full many a hue ! — 

He heard the arraignment — marked the threat — 

His bands were clenched — his teeth were set — 

His head raised high — his foot advanced — ■ 

Yet, stood he speechless — thralled — entranced!— 

While the indignation's troubled rise 

Lowered, lurid, from his fevered eyes. 

And yet, o'er the Indignation all, 

Conviction's shadow seemed to fall — 

Pale Consciousness to cast her thrall I — 

While still his nerves — with iron twined — 

Quivered like barp-atrings to the wind. 

Accordant to the accents deep, 

Which shook his soul, as though from sleep ! — 

And when the sound was passed, — be stood 

Like image moulded to one mood — 

Then went not down his storm of blood ! — 

Still rolled its waves of living fire 

Through all his veins in glancing ire. 

XLIII. 
But hush ! — a change comes softening now 
O'er the angered eyes and lowering brow — 



And gentler influences controul 

The warped, strange movements of his soul ! 

With low sweet voice and iilied cheeks. 

The Daughter tremuluuely speaks — 

"Oh, Father 1 — Human Nature's friend! — 

May thjjirst prayer to Heaven ascend! — 

Seem tones of wrath, and words of hate. 

This heavenly house to desecrate. 

But angels — prompting at thy heart — 

Breathed of thy prayer that first pure part ! 

It is a time of Woe and Fear, — 

But I — 1 will not tremble here ! — 

We dwell as in a holier sphere ! — 

I look on those still faces there, 

And feel the answer to thy prayer! — 

For much of Heaven the eye can trace 

On Death's composed and awful face! — 

There is no dread — there should be none — 

There shall not be! — His will be done! — 

In His hand all the issues lie 

Of our oncoming destiny ! 

The hand from whence our blessings all 

For evermore were wont to fall. 

The hand that blessed— raised— cherished — g 

Oh ! — let us trust it still — to save ! — 

Even now, immediate from jibove 

Seem springing boundless gifts of love. 

Who ever loved his land so well, 

While there, in peace, he joyed to dwell ; — 
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As when he marks that mother soil 

Half made the unblL'st Invader's spoil — 

How doth the rapt child rush and cling. 

More close beneath the broken wing, 

And clasp — more dear— thns wrung — distressed, — 

His Mighty Mother to his breast I 

Whate'iT is lost — each heart shall prove 

What riches Mw flow in of Love ! — 

While ontwardlj- despoiled — defaced — 

By girdling iron sore embraced — 

Our land may bleed through every part, 

How seem her sons to strength lo start, 

And hide their country —at their heart! — 



XLIV. 

" There — there — the sacred soil is spread. 
The spirit of the land is shed — 
Till the essence of the native air 
Concentered seems, and wafted there!— 
Even we — weak women ! — who for spears — 
For swords — have but our sighs and tears; — 
Even we — who weep — watch — pine apart — 
Hoard, too, Our Country, at our heart! — 
As one deep treasure — deep and dear — 
Garnered — amassed — locked — coffered ^ here !- 
And, Father! — look around! — Behold!^ 
Glance round, on this high Fane and old, 
Here rise the towers of our defence, 
I Hmbattailled by Omnipotence ! — 
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Here stand the bulwarks of our boast — 

That may well check the leaguering host ! — I 

Behold the array of Veil and Shrine, — 

Subiirae Battalia ! — and divine ! — 

From lowliest vault to loftiest spire, — 

Citadel of the Eternal Sire! — 

Castle of all Creation's King, 

That boasts no banners hut His wing! — 

No armouries, but His dreaded power — 

The best in Danger's blackest hour! — 

No garrison, but trusting hearts — 

That laugh to scorn the Leaguerer's arts — 

Whose swords are prayers,— more edged wilh fi 

The more those hearts are desolate ! — 

No Terrors, but the Almightiest Ones, — 

The floors — like Firmaments of Thrones ! 

Hosts legioned in the vaulted bones — 

A Sabaoth in the silent stones I — 

My Father! — who could shrink or fear, 

Girt with His aun-sheathed armies — here 7"S 



XLV. 
Tlie voice of ninsie did not die, — 
It soars to Heaven triumphantly, 
While many lengthening echoes meet — 
(Luxuriating in lingerings sweet — ) 
The rapt and listening ear that hung 
On the artless triumphs of her tongue!- 
Those echoes spread, — and furl their wings J 
In labyrinthine lauguishings ! — 
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'Midst the architectural mazes strange, 

That cause their scattering — and their change ! — 

Now seem they faultering far away — 

Now rise once more — and sweetly stray ; 

Surely, young Soldier ! — in thy heart 

They play their happiest, sweetest part! — 

Yea! — Passion's rapt Enthusiast! — there 

They float in Love's immortal air! — 

He gazed-- he listened — and he felt! — 

His very heart within him knelt — 

So beautiful that Being stood. 

In Hope's upspringing Victory-mood ; 

While each quick troubled glance he stole 

Seemed seeing her but through her Soul! — 

So gloriously 'midst the endless rays 

Of Thought, whoBe mystery round her plays — 

She stood — as all her Life were Light — 

All the atmosphere with Spirit bright I — 

And all the temple of the mind 

Kindled by that keen flame it shrined ! — 

It seemed her finely-feeling Frame, 

Itself transcendantly became 

As jmrt and portion of the same — 

Fire of the One celestial Flame! — 



XLVI. 

And other eyes that) hia had gazed, 

With looks that breathed — and tears that praised ; 

And other ears enraptured hung 

On the An gel -utterance of her tongue ! 
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Her Father gazed upon his child 

With aacred pleasure deep and mild ; — 

" May Russia's Daughters all but be — 

My bosom-blessing ! — like to thee ! — 

And they shall guard their native land, 

A saintly — a seraphic band! — 

Scarce the Ed en- battlements of old. 

Where waved dread swords in de;ithles3 hold — | 

Where cherubims far-fiamed and glared. 

Might seem to boast a heavenlier guard ! - 

Aye! — thus Home's sacred Paradiae 

Seems guarded under favouring skies 

By ever-holy Purities ! " — 

Now turns the Priest — though moved, perchanoi 

With steadfastly-determined glance — 

To those that lie unconscious near 

Of grief or joy— or hope or fear, — 

Not there unslraightened shall remain 

The limbs that owned Death's stiffening reign ; 

His hands composed, witli decent care, 

Those limbs outstretched — insensate there : 

One solemn kiss his lips impressed 

On those pale foreheads — full of rest! — 

Then, — while his heart seemed half unmanned, 

He pressed his Mother's withered hand ; 

Tliose cold white fingers gently pressed 

Unto his true and duteous breast; — 

And took a slender snow-white tresa 

Of venerable loveliness,— 

Which, fondly placed upon his heart. 

Shall thence, long cherished, never part ! — 
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While yet that Mother lived, — how oft 

Her very look lo him could waft 

The aerial Infancy once more. 

Which breathed the fragrance of Heaven's shore !- 

For slill when first the awakening soul 

Is launched on sea9 that darkened roll. 

Play Childhood's fanning life-dreams round, 

Unchilled — untroubled — and unbound, — 

While every breath might seem a bree^se, 

With tokens of the Immortal Trees ! — 

But each, — as Life still farther flies, — 

Shall lose these bints of Paradise ! — 

And now for him such memories flee, 

And all ia Dark — and all is Sea ! — 

He was an old man yesternight . 

In many a fellow-being's sight ; 

But in the Mother-Presence still. 

Would boyhood's feelings start and thrill ; — 

He felt before ker eyes would pass, — 

So oft his image — as he was, — 

He could not all forget to be 

The child her dreaming eyes yet see, — 

Those eyes in very love had wept. 

While he, the cradled darling, slept, — 

And looked through the age of coming years. 

Ere he was lessoned yet in tears, — 

Those eyes could look him back once more 

To all that he had been before ! — 




T^ote ens ^km± mam mn mtiti 

Aad (Jto » aealed, tDo, btmimm^Ut, 

Amdhe^sb MMk ■ l^-c iim Hght ;— 

He w» m a^ M* TdtBriB^ 

1h maaj ■Htbct's i%h>, 1 ■? ;— 

A cold, Urak wnid aTDHtfa b>th hbm. 

He M nore igvd ia him ow ! — 

He kudu back o« the yniyg jcaw. 

AD ■■sflmFed is one glooa appears ! — 

Once looked he tfaraagh the Motskb'b ere. 

That wobU not IM b Chadbood die!— 

Bat new aaBaHiog the iaaMMt part, — 

Old Age hath settled roand his honl — 

There Tune hath raised fai^ &Ial sejthe 

To eat dovQ rkioos — bland wod bljthe! — 

No other Toice can ever come 

To breathe back half life's raotshed bloom ;— 

No other heart can dream him yoong, — 

Save that to which his childhood clung ; — 

That — while the palae within still played — 

Older by mightiest Feelings made, — 

M well as Yean that tleet and fade. 

His age as light and wanting weighed ! — 

While he unconscions lay aad smiled, 

What pasaion in her yeina ran wild ! 



J 
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\MiiIe he was yet a senseless tbiug. 

How swelled her heart's loTe-pouring spring. 

For him with deep affection swelled — 

And could that sweet dream sink — dispelled ?— 

No! — had they lived whole centuries still, — 

Still Nature thus hitd shewn sweet skill ! — 

Older by raightieet Feelings made. 

The Mother would have still o'erweighed 

Her own years 'gainst ber son's,— and seen 

Fair childhood through his furrowed mien ; — 

Would still have thus beheld,— and felt— 

(Though ages even to both were dealt) 

The child of her Affection's truth 

Dowered well with bright eternal Voutfa ! — 

Even young — as she herself was old, — 

And thus for ever would behold, 

So wond'rous — Nature ! — still are these, 

Thy conquering holy mysteries! — 

XLIX. 

And now the solemn hymn is sung 
Above the dead, till the arched aisles lung — 
D And now the sumptuous pall is thrown 
Around those rigid limbs of stone; — 
And mass is said, and prayers are prayed. 
And blessed saints are called to aid ! — 
And lifted up and lowered ere long. 
By help of the surrounding throng. 
Into the gloomy vaults beneath. 
Are these pale heritors of Death !^ 
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De Courcy turns bim lo depart. 
With saddened eyes, and grieving heart; — 
But first be takes the Priest aside, 
Faint straggliog still, his grief to bide : — 
" Fear nothing thoa ! — but still remain 
Honsed io this venerable fane, — ' 
With the Armies that begird thee — these ! — 
Misfortune's childrea round thj knces!-^ 
Whose tears might melt the very steel 
In hands taught, too, at last^ — ^to feel ! — 
Whose anguished looks might paralyze 
The Cffisara 'midst their victories! — 
Chain Conquest's Pride with Pity dumb — 
Make Glory's self as pale become! — 
Stay! — good old man I — 1 haste to tell 
Thy harrowing history. — Fare tlieewell!" — 
And then as down the aisles he passed 
One glance at that pale Maid he cast — 
Who stood absorbed — with mournful air- 
Bound still in fervent trance of prayer. 
That flowed uninterrupted there! — 
No answering glance met his ! — Her eye 
Seemed fixed on very vacancy! — 
Her thoughts oloiie to grief were given, 
Save those that winged their way to Heaven ! 



He reached the portal — turned onci 
She stood as she had stood before— 
Her face upturned — her hands clos 
A crucifix within them grasped ! 



-clasped - 
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No look of earth — no touch of clay — 
She there breathes round, celestial day, — 
As bursting from the tomb away ! 
For what is earth, witb all its gloom, — 
But one incessant Troubled Toaib ? — 
Aye! — troubled! — all things but the rest, — 
And 'tis the Grave's dark self confeBsed ! — 
De Courcy straight retraced his way — 
Strong feelings o'er his breast held sway- 
Strict counsel with hiuisplf he takes. 
And many a deep reflection makes — 
How best shall he that good pursue, 
Which earnestly he hath in view I — 
H<)W best serve Vassilii? — secure 
The safety of his child so pure? 
Tlie right course to bis Judgment seems. 
And soundest, — sngest of all schemes — 
At once King Joacbim to seek — 
Witb him iu confidence to speak — 
To him this history to relate. 
And trust iia own strong worth and weight ; 
Since sitll did hrave Murat appear 
To hold him iu esteem sincere ; — 
With cordial Friendship's warmth to greet— 
Pleased with a kindred valour's beat ! — 
Yes! — kindred (Aeir brave spirits seem, 
In high emprise und daring dream — 
The toweringa of their tbouglit the same — . 
Their Eagle- soarings after Fume ! — 




Li. 
M«M Wbtc Im lotth* bMd. 
Girt by s gabM ORfe nwd — 
In snicDt 6<wr<if high Jthlf. 

On msiten grave of war&ke we^bt ! — 

Tbe mooarcb aaaiied the bamed glow 

UpoD the brare De Cotmy's bttm ; 

Tbe rarjrn^ shades — the expressioBs stiaogc— 

Tiat filled bis toaattnaoce with change — 

Frank welcomes full of cheer and grace. 

He tendeml in that crowded place ; — 

Then beckoned him a space apart, 

>\~here speech might aooihe the o'erbarthencd heart ;- 

For well Murat*s quick eye could mark 

Tbe flash of feeling deep and dark — 

That o'er fais guest's fine features threw 

A startling and unwonted hue ! — 

And now at oact? that welcomed gnest 

Hia errand to reveal he pressed, — 

Well minding him he need not fear 

To trust those tidings to his ear! 



Lll. 

De Courcy did the tale unfold. 
I In words anvaniished, sioiply told — 
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Thougli interrupting oft its flow, 
Murmuring ejaculationa low. 
The impatient listener still exclaimed — 
Pitied or threatened — praised or blamed !- 
Still changed his cheek from red to pale 
Till at the 6nish of the tale, 
With voice that well the emotion proved, 
That much his generous spirit moved — 
" I gii," he cried, " at once to bear 
These tidings dark to the Emperor's ear ! — 
Do thou, meanwhile, nwait me here — 
And fear not ! — all shall yet be well, 
I have but thine own tale to tell !" — 
He paused,— and gently waved his hand, 
With graceful action of command, — 
While bending low, his gladdened guest, 
Mute acquiescence, thus expressed! 
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CANTO VI. 



I. 



Tbe princely Chieftain straightforth went 

To seek the Emperor's oeighbounng tent, — 

His enlrancc there at once he made, — 

And disappeared beneath its shade ! 

De Coiircy watched — (with anxious thou;fht. 

The while, his labouring breast wan fraught;— 

Till issuing thence, he saw appear 

That warlike king, — who straight drew near. 

And ere he reached De Courcy's side, 

Invoice of joyous accent cried, — 

"The Emperor hath vouchsafed to say. 

He feiii would see the Priest this day, — 

Himself would qnestion him, and hear 

His tale of sorrow and of fear ; 

And learn from his own Ups aright, 

The story of the Fire and Flight! — 

Do thou then seek thy friend at once ! " — 

Pleased, — heard De Coiircy this response. 

And prompt, when thus the King had said, 

With glad alacrity obeyed 1 

Once more along those streets he strode — 

Adesolate and monrnfiil road! — 
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While still from time to time be heard 
Some distant shout — some greeting word — 
Exchanged in haete — in hurried tone — 
Or steps as rapid as his own, — 
Or caught faint glimpse of groupes that passed 
'Mid tottering ruins heaped and massed — 
And vimished then, from vision fast! — 
Parties of pillagers were these ~ 
Though little there, was left to seize ! — 
Now turned he down a cumbered path, 
I Heaped with scorched signs of fiery wrath — 
I Absorbed in deep and sorrowing thought, — 
And startled, — met the man he sought! 



The Prophet-like pale Priest was there, 

With his loose robes and streaming hair, — 

He seemed the Spirit of the Spot, 

Wailing above the City's lot! 

De Courcy promptly bade him learn 

The motive of this swift return. 

And then delivered, full and clear. 

All the Emperor's message to his ear ; 

Then chid him ranch in friendly sort. 

For leaving thus his hallowed fort. 

And venturing out, at large to roam 

From that supreme and sacred home, — 

Esposing needlessly his life, 

Perchance, — to prowling phinderer's knife — 
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A Gle SO deepfy imr to Om— 
He pkand — lu$ ere d«ep-]uiul]lag shone, — 
And while wmno coloors stained bis <dieek. 
He iraitnl for tke Priest to speak ! — 

III. 
Tbe Tenenble waaderer spoke — 
Obsefring seane he altered look,— 
Sighed fertk,— his beaty basie 
Wm M«kiii5 nctiiB* of despair ; — 
In hopes to shield then and to save 
FVon «iatnge dire or Uood-staiited grare ; 
For aiatijr stiU he leaved were left 
or house,— and frieMk,— aod aid bereft — 
AInud to tnst the open street. 
Shivering tu some unsafe retreat I — 
AlrMdf some he thas bad found, 
Conned trembling on the blasted groand — 
Tbnr hones iu btaekened rains round ! — 
Not uanr paces from the street, 
Whtfre now, he said, tliey chanced to meet,— 
He markt<d h wrelchfd woman laid, 
With Hone to soothe — and none to aid — 
OiitittrtttcliT<d upon the scorching stones, 
Anil tittttrit))* deep her piteous moans, — 
Till nng thtt air alive with groans! — 
A iiew-horn iu&ut to her breast, 
Wilh cluk'li of ngoi))' she pressed, 
With the Armies of life and death, 
^11 fast was t'lil)iitg out her breath — ][_ 
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While Consciousness and Reason still, 
■ But shewed the worst extremes of ill ! — 
With agonies of frame and heart, — 
Since Misery racked through every part. 
And Love and Tenderness arose, 
To add new wildness to her woes ! 



IV. 
She clutched that child with raging grief — ■ 
She could not yield it dear relief! — 
But this it asked not — cold, even cold — 
' It grew in that impassioned hold — 
j Cold 'gainst that huming — beating heart, 
j Where fevered pangs terrific smart ! — 
I "And when," pursued the reverend man, 
I *' To soothe her wild despair I ran. 

Her feeble form she struggling raised, 
j Alarmed, and startled, and amazed ; 
iThen, bending down her pallid head, 
['Discovered that her babe was dead ! — 
Her new-born infant — 'twas her first I 
I'hus cried she in her phrenzy'a burst, — 
■The hoped-for — doated-on — desired — 
And scarce it breathed ere it expiredl' — 
■Be comforted,' I urged ! — ' Oh I yet, 
Tis best its opening sun should set! — 
Look round, — at this drear waste of woes. 
And thankful foel for its repose ! ' — 
Rejected she my words with scorn — 
My Babe! — my Babe! — my sweet First-bom !- 
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Ob! could tliy Father only gee 

His broken flower, and bless with me 

This Lifelessness thai once was tkee! — 

But, he is prisoner made by those,— 

The authore accursed of all oar woes, — 

Who gird us round with death and doom. 

Yet take sweet peace from even ihe tomb J' 

The poor delirious creature raved — 

In phrenzy's torturing bonds enslaved ! 

In vain I urged — blamed — prayed — besought-)! 

She sate there lost in maddening thought I 

And wliat were snecour — safety — aid — 

To her who groaned — by grief dismayed ? 

That little, clay-cold creature there 

Was all she wished to save or spare ! — 

But hoarse, rough voices muttering near. 

Even shook the Desolate with fear : 

A glazing terror in her eye 

Whitened its blood-sbot agony ; 

And woman's natural dread rose strong 

Above her sorrows' mingling throng ; - 

She rose — she staggered to nty side^ < 

Stopped — forwards fell — and moaned — ana 

Her child, — round whom ber arms wore clasped, - 

With wild, fond, wreathing passion grasped — 

Her child seemed wound into her heart — 

I scarce could force the twain apart 1" — 

De Courcy heard wiib glistening eyes, 

And deep, tliough suffocated sighs, — 

That tale which the old man shuddering told. 

Which well might make ihe blood run cold ! — j 
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Flit come," he cried, " nor more delay, 
Tlie Emperor's 'heat at once obey ! — 
To hiin reveal — to hiiu declare — 
These funeral tidings of despHir! — 
Be sure within his boundless Mind 
The kindliest feelings dwell ensbrined." 
" Alas!" the reverend man replied, — 
" How strangely then, must maddening Pride — 
And fierce Ambition's rage misguide ! — 
How fearfully must these controul — 
The unbounded Mind — the immortal Soul! — 
Could conquerors dream what ill they do — 
Could this be bared before their view — 
I Could all tbe hideous sufierings — all — 
That they have caused on man to fall. 
Be shewn to them — revealed — displayed, — 
Sweet Heaven ! — the wretches they have made 
Far less should need Thy pitying aid ! — 
I Even blessed compared with those who wrought 
I Their dreadfiil wrongs — too dark for thought ! — 
. The Conqueror from His World should fly, 
Afraid to meet a human eye ! — 
Even from his conquered World depart. 
With but a shadow at bis heart, — 
Resign his glory's pride of place, 
1 Rather than view one human fiice ! — 
I Since charactered its lines should be 
rses — hiack as Destiny! — 
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A book of curses there uDrollcd 

Should smite the spirit — haught and bold ; 

And pierce through every fence and fold — 

Then be, who bade in wrath to cea^e 

The Meaveii-born blessings of niau's Peace, 

Should feel the deadliest feud by far — 

The elernal agonized Sulf-War !" — 

VI. 



Dfi Courcy answered not — he feared 
That Truth which to his soul appeared 
Arrayed too clearly well in light, — 
Too keenly and distinctly blight ; 
And War had still his idol been, 
The living sunbreak of the scene! — 
The Hope — the Awakening — and the Life,- 
Hach breath a trumpet in the strife ! — 
The Pride — the Buaineits — the Delight, — 
Each thought a triumph in the fight I — 
And must he change indeed his view ? — 
And are theee new impressions — true? — 
Was all delusion that was dear ? — 
And is the heavy truth then clear? — 
The stars seemed lighting fresh their flames, 
To pour new rays for heioes' names ! — 
And should they be, indeed, but bound 
By cypress-seeming clouds profound, — 
The blazon roll of glory — made 
A firmament on earth displayed ! — 
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("nil Men but trod on Meteors proud. 
Where rushing ages seemed to crowd. 
To dip their unexpanded wings 
In Triumph's bright exhaustless springs ! — ) 
And is't not then what it appears ? — 
Blotted with blood, — and stained with tenra! — 
Alas ! — War's glories change and cease, — 
And vanquished victories yield to Peace! — 

VII. 
These thoughts revolved be silently, 
With changing cheek and earthward eye. 
As be with his companion strode 
Along their heaped and blackened road ! 
Together silently tliey bent 

Their swift course towards the Emperor's tent : — 
The Churchman levered and o'erwrought, — 
The intrepid Soldier pale witli thought! — 
Now Vassilii's reluctant glance 
Admired the proud array of France, — 
The fearful masses of her might 
Rushed on his pained and sickening sight I — 
Uow is 't the ground forbears to rock 
With every hostile footstep's shock? — 
How is 't the dust on which they tread — 
Heaves not to Mountains o'er their head? — 
Uow can the Russian rivers flow, — 
Reflecting thus — those arms' stern glow? — 
How can their own — their native air 
Play with the insulting banners there? — 
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Even ihe Elements as Traitors seem 

To hiiu iu that indignant dream! — 

But THEY sliall yet i>erfonn their part, — 

As each one bore a Rusbian heaht ! — 

Hope whispers thus, — with that sweet voice, 

That still proves stronger to rejoice ! — 

Encouraged by its own dear 80und, — 

And the echoes that it wakes around, 

Until its first faint whisper grows 

Deeper and louder as it flows ! — 

Till like a atomi of music sweeps 

That voice through all the lieart's great deeps ! — 

Dreams — Thoughts — where Sorrow's death-frost lies, - 

Hear that Archangel's tromp and rise! — 

And all Futurity obeys 

The Power that o'er the Spirit sways 

(Or so that Spirit deemeth still, — 

Moulded and moved by that soft skill) ! — 

The rosy days roll brightening on, 

Until they drop back in the sun ! — 

All ends — as all begins — in light, 

There spreads no gloom — there frowns no night, — 

The very Past smiles hack more bright!— 

VIII. 

Before the Leader's tent of state 
The Churchman and De Courcy wait, — 
Not long in that suspense Ihey stand — 
Comes soon the message of command! — 
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The Priest, with solemn mien composed, 

No hesitating doubt disclosed, — 

With firmest steps and loftiest gait, — 

As one beyond all Time and Fate, — 

He entereth now that tent of state — 

Uplifted by tlie very grief 

That once had mocked at all relief, 

He followeth those who came to guide 

To his^the Mighty Leader's side ! — 

Napoleon's arrowy glances keen 

Explored that pallid brow and mien — 

That countenance so caliu — so still — 

So governed by the strengthened will — 

Yet governed only to subdue. 

The all-fitful change of suffering's hue, — 

No guile dwelt there that asked a fold, — 

No watchful calculations cold — 

No policies astucious wound. 

And worked in that great mind's profound ! 

The Mighty Master could but be, 

Perplexed by such simplicity ! — 

And now that silence brief, he breaks — 

And many a quick inquiry makes — 

And multiplies his questions fast. 

As though with restless, fevered haste ; 

Then suddenly his strain suspends, — 

And eager for the answer bends ! — 

Still as a statue, — there had stood 

That Priest, as lacking brealh and blood, 
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As paralyzed by sudden dread — 
At much the Conqueror asked and said — 
And petrified beneath that glance, 
Which well might bind in ftozen ti-ance ! 

IX. 

And is't the inquisitorial strain 

That checks the life in every vein 1 — 

And is't beneath that searching eye 

His thoughts confused and darkened lie. 

Till seems the fainting soul to die? — 

That strain hath ceased — relaxed that gaze — 

Which seemed to chain and to amaze! — 

Now let the grey-haired churchman seek 

Those things, required of blm, to speak — 

To answer each abrupt demand — 

(As he before his judge might stand) 

He starts — he breathes — the blood pours back 

Full swiftly in each wonted track — 

A spirit, — kindling up amain, 

Seeras breathing fast through every vein ! — 

So mightiest woods, on some still day, — 

Might stand unmoved, — in cold array, 

But suddenly, — should chance to wake 

The gale, behold them change and shake, 

They billowing heave, — in sea-broad strife, 

Till every leaf is like a life ! — 

He starts — he breathes — be burns with the 

He pants with passionate dreams o'eiwrought ;- 
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The soul within bim seems to be 
Like Bome upplougbed — yet prisoned sea !- 
But no I — its bursting tides rush free — 
His words in torrent-flow come forth, — 
If Tropie Suns might thaw the North, — 
(Should these once light her lesser day! — 
And melt her ice-ribbed thrones away, — ) 
Thus might Her thousand fountains play — 
Thus flasbingly and fiercely wake — 
And forth from all their trammels break! — 



X. 

" Bethink thee! — tremble — and — bewarb!- 

Heayen yet may pardon — yet may spare ! — 

Pause not — but now, while yet is time, 

Reform thy course — repent thy crime — 

For mercy yet may wait to hear 

The prayer of penitence sincere I — 

Await not then, till Mercy flown. 

Shall leave her place to Wrath alone! — 

Fall prostrate now before the Lord, 

And break in twain thine impious sword, — 

Or tremble at the unheard-of doom 

That yet, to whelm thy pride shall come ! — 

For be thou sure great Heaven shall still 

Perform its high and holy ivill, 

As thou — tbine evil one and ill ! — 

Be sure that Heaven its will divine 

Shall brightly act — and mock at thine! — 



I Shall bi 




XI. 
" ffb, Thtm I— that wiDest !— and it b dose! — 
Tbat when Than lookcst.— 4igfatest ap a ml— 
Tint vbere Thm hna:AeSt,~iM^si overflov 
The Toiii with vonden none nu^ ksow! — 
Tbat fang^bt^it, idnterer U— to Be !— 
To dare ezuct — exist with thek !— 
Aye ! — even vAi/e Tko« — Ob ! dread Siq 
DcMt filling ALL exuteoce ee«ni * — 
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Thoa makedst all worlds to shine and roll, — > 
ThoQ hast Thy Sabaoth in tlie Soul ! — 
Thine armies, Tlioii hast marshalled, too, 
Witliin the humble miud and true — 
Thine Hierarchies within the Heart, 
Watch still to do their faithful part ! — 
There Love, that most Thy grace approves, — 
All but Almighty — works and moves ! — 
A glorious retinue sustains 
Its mystic might — nay! countless trains — 
Deep feelings living — yet on Earth — 
Half in the Heaven of their high birth — 
And bearing even through weary Time, 
The Eternity's own stamp sublime! — 
High thoughts — that angels leave their thrones 
To dwell on — as more Radiant Ones! — 
And mysteries — tongue may never speak, — 
Oh Love! — these gird thee — bravely meek! — 



XII. 
There, Zeal — whose lip would kiss the (ire. 
Where Treachei-y doomed it, to expire ! — 
Sublimely lifts its glance above, 
And dies — to melt hut in that love ! — 
There Faith smiles back all shades of night,- 
And deluges the grave with light ! — 
And more than these — within man's soul. 
Assert the most august controul ; — 
And wage the Eternal's Awful War, 
Till victory glorieth free and far! — 
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These — tdbse— and mort, — o'erpowerThjr Power,- 

Aad bring thy ruio's certain hour ! — 

Throogli everr tuni of Time and Ude — 

'Gainst Mrbeme — 'gaiost strife — at every stride'^ 

In erery shape — from erery side — 

Within — trithont — tbou abt dsfibd ! — 

Quail! sacrilegioos spoiler ! — ^Tboa, 

That bidd'st ihe Eternal's altars bow ! — 

UnwearyinglT we watch and wait. 

To ^ard oar land inriolate ; 

Secure that He oidaineth sdtl 

The iiooA ^hall triumph o'er the 111 ! — 

Perish the foot that dares to tread — 

Irrerereni o'er a Nation's Dead ! — 

For what is still thai Native Scul, — 

Rooad which, nea'a eoieio« heart-ctriags o 

Bit tbb ulotsd acsw uid bi.^ 

Op ork dead rannBS n *■■!■ bbst ! — 

Perish the aMmrrcd a^ impiom hawl. 

That ires the shrne with barhanws hvaad *.- 

And takii^ mU that Ewlh faath givvn, — 

WobU roK «s too, — at imet — or Hbatbk T- 



XIII. 



llMt nwlui^ ban tbar wd^ W w 



Tfa» liMcoerV 

But inv, — etv jH llw speech was J a a wl,— 

AhnpUy thB» he 
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And think'st thou, then, 'da through my deed, — 
' These flaniea on your doomed city feed ? " — 
" Assuredly !" — in steadfast tone 
The Priest replied, — "Thine! — thine alone! — 
Whose mind but thine could have conceived 
The outrageous wrong ? — whose hand alchieved .' — 
This dark and terrible design — 
1 This deed of doom could but be thine! — 
i "Whom deem'st;/iou wrought it, — Scourge of Earth ! — 

iScatterer of Desolation's dearth ! — 
Save thee — the Invader of the North?" 
" Yourselves!" — the Emperor thundered forth! — 
"OuRSBLvea ?"— the Priest's clasped hands are raised- 
' He stands there shocked — o'erwhelmed — amazed — 
jl In breath lessu ess of wonder stands — 
I As bound by rigid iron bands ! 
' Conviction slowly forced its way — 
Rightly doth he — the accuser say ! — 
Full many a scarce-marked circumstance 
Recurred, in that deep pondering trance! 
And strange suspicions that awoke 
Erewhile — now doubly strengthened broke — 
Tlirough clouds of doubt— while the Armed One spoke!— 

XIV. 

Lest such harsh measures might appal. 
Nor meet the free consent of all, 
'lliG Russiau leaders had concealed, 
(Whde thus to dictates stern they yield) 
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Their purpose deep — their dark resolve — 

Whicli must sacli rain's waste involve — 

Broke forth the Priest's deep voice once more- 

" Repentance ;Tring tbee to the core ! — 

Think ! — think! — if this be so indeed — 

Think how thoa'st caused our souls to bleed t-^ 

From cverj' vein of Feeling — Thought — 

With love and fevered zeal o'er-fraught ; — 

Think ! — think ! — what aorsc than wrong thou'st wrougj 

What worse than waste — what worse than wqh— 

And a11 thy Deed of Darkness know ! — 

Thou'st taught us desperate things, and made i 

Ourselves, — of our own deeds afraid t — 

Beware ! — ten thouaantl times beware I — 

Lest WORSE thou bring ns than — despair!— 

Lest ui^ed and stung — beyond our strength, . 

Thou goad'st ua into crime at length ! — 

And arin'st our suicidal hands 

Wilh self-aimed bolls — self-pointed branda! — j 

XV. 



"Tremble! — a thousand-fold I say! — 
And cower before thine own dark sway. 
Lest Heaven such Horrors should design 
As yet ne'er cursed a doom — save thine ! - 
Lost thou — who coni'st wilh sjiear and swordJ 
That many a nation's heart haih gored — 
Sbould, with tremendous ruin blast, 
And kill— a I'KorLBs soul at last ! — 
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With hideous and abhorred controul, — 
Murder a mighty nation's soul ! — 
O'er wrung with the anguish and despair, 
And hardened with the inhuman care ! " — 
Well such reproach the Emperor bore, 
His brow its calm expression wore, 
No fiiry Bashed from out his eye — 
At this ungoveiTied, bold reply — 
Tlie accents from his lip that fell. 
Of DO enkindling wrath might tell ! — 

XVI. 

" And was thy Church destroyed by fire, — 
Thou zealous minister?" — " Nay, sire !" — 
The Priest triumphantly replied — 
"Heaven turned the obedient fiamcs aside — 
Nop would their ravage l/iere allow, — 
'Tis doubly consecrated now I — 
Since there the adopted of its breast, — 
Adversity's sad children — rest — 
Affliction's scattered ones — sore-tried — 
Together, gathered there, abide — 
Its walls within their circuit hold 
The unhappy wanderers of the Fold ; 
And Powers not Earthly, — but Divine, — 
Protect the trebly-aacrcd shrine, 
Which miracles were wrought to save — 
Which the elements dared not to brave ! " — 
" By w/iam were these asosmbled there?" — 
Napoleon prompt rejoined, — " Declare!" — 
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" By me !" was straight the Priest's reply. 
With steadfast voice and kiadliog eye! — 
" And, good Old Man ! — tbou didst right weU,T 
And there shall they uninjured dwell; 
Or else removed from thence shall be, — 
Spared — solaced — soothed — from dangers frcetij 
'Twere well if all like thee bad done- 
Taught fiend-like deeds of wrong to shun, — 
In hideous wantonness of wrath, 
Destroying all around their path ! — 
Better, like thee, to kneel and pray 
That Heaven may turn the Storm away, 
Than lash the Winds with maddening ire. 
That all may in one doom expire!" — 



XVII. 
Bat o'er the Priest's expressive brow 
A cloud of change comes rushing now. 
Now thrill afresh his bosom's chords, — 
" I do repent me of my words ! — 
Of mine unworthy thoughts repent ; 
Tlie fearful deed, — so nobly meant, — 
The proud Self-Sacrifice — the blow, — 
Struck throngh our own hearts at the Foe, — 
Can be no wrong — no darkling crime, — 
An act even Sacredly Sublime! — 
Not done In ' wantonness of wrath,' 
A loftier source it had — and hath ! — 
It sprung from judgments deep — ^ matured, — 
From stahlished principles assured ; — 
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Gigantic dangers must demand 

Gigantic efforts to withstand; — 

And deeds thus mighty and thus vast 

Such sweeping shadows round them cast — , 

So darkening spread on every side, — 

Voluminously rolled and wide, 

That gazing on the Immediate 111 

We half forget the Distant still ! — 

I do repent my words — retract! — 

And bless the augustly awful act! — 

Absolved my countrymen shall be ! — 

While their great deeds shall keep us free ! — 

Absolved my countrymen shall stand — 

And their great deeds shall save the Land ! " — 

XVIII. 

" Nay! say not ao," Napoleon cried ; 
" In thy ^rsi judgment's truth abide. 
And loathe with pure and pious mind 
These phrenzies of the Unresigned ! — 
Their bitter cup they will not drain, — 
Which Fate hath brimmed for them with pain,- 
That cup fierce-dashing to the ground ! — 
Thus scattering thousand drops around, — 
Embittering even the antaliUed spring — 
Which holier hints, might round them, fling — 
It is a foul and fearful thing ! — 
Enough!" — he saw that Priest prepared 
Once more to speak — unchecked — unscared;- 
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1 lifted ercm wf moe ia vub. 
To clev these cmn «f 1^ fawB, — 
The cry wsssliU, 'Ikrc 
IndnxUsl lank* — 
•Gumst Aft Em iluli^ ffafhwiTs F»Mr— 
BittktBehHte — Md AnctohaA 
"Ae terron dttt £GbMt a^ oasl^— 
And let Be tdl 1]kb— trenUiBg jet- 
That &ee to &ce we two faare met; — 
Pefdwnce I Aas way soothe tlwtr fear. 
And calm their tnwUed nuads aad cheer!" — 



XX. 

"Go! — good old naor — the Emperor said, 

'* And teach them ihey hare nooghl lo dread !" 

With deep obeisf oce — homage meet — 

From tbat high Presence tbej reUeal ! — 

I>e Courcj and the Prieat, who noir 

Stepped forth with cleared and opened brow — 

The glad assurance at his heart. 

That he bad well performed his part — 

Nor blenched, — nor shrunk, — wilh dulnous miud,- 

From this — the important task ns^i^ned ! — 

They separate now, — the Priest proceeds 

To seek the flock he guides and leads! — 

De Courcy hastens to fulfil 

The mighty Master's uttered will. 

XXI. 

Brief time bath now elapseil since k'lit 
The Priest bis way fioin the Kuiiieror's Ivut 
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And him De Courcy is prepared, 

To follow straight with fitting guard ! 

Once more he takes his gloomy way 

Through those wild places of dismay — 

And high his eager pulses bound 

With sweet expectancies profound — 

And wings seemed lent unto his feet ! — 

Once more shall he that Maiden meet, 

Tis like some glimpse of Heaven to greet ! — 

Whose image — traced on every thought — 

Is ceaselessly before him brought ; 

And now, — since moves that armed band, 

Beneath another's fair command, 

He deems he well may hasten on, 

That sooner may the goal be won — 

That sooner may be reached that place — 

Even the unabandoned House of Grace ! — 

And then delightedly may he — 

Entering the portals stealthily 

Of that antique and hallowed Pile — 



Bask in young Xenia's breathing smile, — 
(For still unsmiling — still she smiled 
And shewing grief — with grief beguiled ! — 
For still unsmiling smiled that face — 
Transpierced with all the soul's bright grace ! — ) 
Ere yet the crowd — the shock — the press — 
Should trouble that supreme recess. 
And startle that fair Loveliness ! — 
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XXII. 
He quickens now his pace, and bies 
Toward tliat most Blest of Sanctuaries ; 
But evening's shades frown gathering round — 
Darkening the ruin-cumbered ground — 
And by degrees, is he compelled. 
With fevered, anxious hopes nnquelled, 
To slacken much his panting speed, — 
While fast the lights of day recede ! 
Now suddenly assailed his ear, 
Aery distressful — echoing near! — 
And fast his inmost heart is stirred — 
"Twas Vassilii's deep voice he heard ! 
In vain the gathering shades impede — 
He darts along with reckless speed — 
While oaths and threats, deep muttering, swell) 
And guide him and direct him well ! — 
He speeds along — he strains his eyes — 
And soon — a bowshot o£f — descries 
The struggling Priest surrounded close 
By numbers of unpitying foes ; — 
He, to the rescue rushing flew, 
And tore his way, that circle, through ; 
And — well believe — with rage inspired — 
With furious indignation fired — 
He dealt round blows that even might make 
The hardiest shrink — the boldest quake — 
Their weapons — raisud in threatening way 
'Gainst the unarmed man they think to slay — 
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Are lotrered, and sheathed in baste again. 

Without the fatal crimsoniDg 3tain! — 

De Courey's piercing eye delects 

(And this his hurried thooght expects — ) 

The same offenders that he saw. 

Ere this, their desperate weapons draw 

'Gainst the defenceless and the weak — 

Fierce vengeance on their heads to wreak,- 

Intent their sacred blood to seek ! — 

The same — that on that very day 

Had sought the guiltless ones to slay ! — 

XXIII. 
No doubt enraged, they had but gained 
Sharp reprimand — defeat sustained — 
Tn ambush these had lain and stayed 
For gathering evening's favouring shade, 
In hopes — as it had chanced — they yet 
The blameless Churchman might beset! — 
While others, — urged by plunder'a hope. 
Had there, joined the evU-purposed troop ! - 
And surely then bad fallen beneath 
Their savage swords— athirst for death — 
That venerable man who moved 
Reverenced, and honoured, and belovedi 
Bat that awhile their hands they stayed. 
And yet the murderous stroke delayed,— 
Af>d questioned him of hidden gold, 
And buried spoils of wealth untold ! — 
Ilia anflwers roased their rage once more, — 
AoiJ now had rushed his spouting gore, 
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For many a weapon flashed on high, 

And dazzled his undaunted eye, — 

But that, once more, De Courey sprang, 

While loud hia voice commanding rang. 

To aid, — to rescue, — and to save, 

And snatch him from tliat yawning grave, — 

The grave that seemed to suet him down 

Already, for all hope had flown ! — 

XXIV. 
A measured tramp soon strikes the ear, 
And 'mid the gloom the files appear 
Of those armed men — now sent to guard 
The Desolate — preserved and spared! — 
And now the leaders of that groupe — 
That ruthless and dishonoured Iroop, — 
Disarmed and bound, are marched away, 
And forced, reluctant, to obey! — 
The others to the Church proceed 
Straight forth, with undelaying speed ; 
Fronting the portals now tbey stand, — 
De Courey springs before the band, — 
First enteretb in the holy fane 
And sees the Adored One, once again ! 
In all Iier heauty she appears. 
Though still in the atmosphere of tears ! — 
And pale with suiFering — bowed with woe, 
But yet a rose — without its glow, — ■ 
A rose of clear, calm, unsunned snow! — 
And now the armed men behind advance, 
Cloathed in the martini garb of France, — 
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The «hrLek of maddexune terror there, — 

Far looder rooe that cardlmg shriek 

That ieemeil of phrenxied dread to speak ; 

Eren thoogfa their Priest — their well-beloTed- 

'Beside the dreadital strangers mored, — 

Even though he entered there the first, — 

Enoa^ ! — thej glimpsed that garb accursed. 

They marked those hated forms — th^ fled. 

With hair nnboond — with arms ootspread, — 

And cljDgiDg roand their altars, rent 

The air whb many a lood lament ! — 

Shrieks, groans, and prayers, together smite 

The astonished sense with thrilling might. 

And e?ery wildest Form of Fear 

Becomes itself a Terror here ! — 

So startlingly and wildly shew 

Their depths of dread — 'mid depths of woe! — 

Would that a painter there, had been 

To snatch unto bis soul that scene ! — 

Then fling it — with that mounting soul — 

One beautiful and wond'rous whole ! — 

Upon the canvass — stirred to life, 

And panting with the awakeuing strife ! — 
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Lamps through the vast cathedral spread 

Some lowered — aonie hung — high overhead — 

A partial light and treuihling shed. 

Save where the Soldiers moved, — and there 

They cast a wild and fearful glare ; — 

The bickering arms strange radiance gave 

To changeful Light's down-flowing wave, — 

And many a beaming flash shot far 

From these — the accoutrements of war t — 

While — where the feebler radiance plays 

In the attitudes of wild amaze, — 

How«many gronpea enchain the Sight, 

And lend the flush of Life to Light ! — 

XXVI. 

Old men with beards in lengthening flow. 

Spread down their breasts — more white than snow, — 

With shrivelled hands all quivering i-aised. 

Up to their saints in anguisb gazed, — 

Saints they had all their lives implored. 

Praised— prized— sought — reverenced — half-adoreJ;— 

While children grasped their upstretclied arms. 

All shuddering with the unknown alarms ; — 

Their little faces changed with dread — 

Changed — aahy pale from rosy red ! — 

The laughter-lightnings of their eyes 

Quenched in that terror's dire surprise ; 

Their tender features flutteringnow — 

Where Fear hergliastly path doth plough, — 

Till furrowed seems even the infant brow ! — 
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Young maidens there, — bewildered, clasp 

The blessed shrines, and trembling gasp ! — 

But Ob ! — 'midst these, how brightly shone 

A matchless and transcendant Onel — 

All eyes must worship her alone! — 

Though trembling, startled, and amazed, 

Her eyes with patient hope arc raised ; 

That glance lifts hope and trust yet higher,— 

For Xenia sees her ninch-loved sire ! — 

She hurries breathless to his side — 

Hears weloome words, — and turns to chide, — ■ i 

While Boothings are nith blame allied, — 

The agonizing fears of those 

Who deemed they saw their deadliest foes !— 

XXVI I. 
In vnin tbo Priest had raised his hand 
With Holonin gesture of command, 
Thny miirkod not — saw not — would not hear,-« 
Tormented on that rack of Fear! — 
But now amidst them they behold 
Their BWL'ft companion — brightly bold ; 
Shu rnsliCH from her Father's arms 
To Hoothi) and silence Llieir alarms ; — 
Amidst nil tho uproar of Despair 
Uia voico liad died along the air; — 
But now ihoy pause — while her sweet voice 
Snyn to ihcir lislcniiig hearts, " Rejoice!" — 
'I liuy bluMii her cliceriii^ accents then — 
ItKboa, — mothoni, — maids, — and aged menlJ 
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And following her, they gathered round 
Their Pastor soon with trust profound, — 
Their wails and shrieks of terror cease, 
And all is confidence and peace ! — 
And now lier sire, in few brief words, 
That thrill her heart's profoundest chords. 
Relates the dangers, dark and dread, 
That late hung threatening o'er his head — 
Then touched, — to his deliverer turns, — 
While she, with grateful gladness, learns 
De Courcy 'twas, whose valouroua arm 
Preserved her father's life from harm ! 

XXVIII. 

Think — think ! — how rose De Courcy's pride 

Within his soul, — in houndless tide, — 

When — "What! — a second time!" — she cried! — 

"And what! — a Second Time bast thou, — 

Brave stranger! — saved us! — how, — Oh ! — how 

Can we our grateful love avow ! " 

Yes, " love ! — Love ! " — was the enchanting word 

His raptured ear half dubious heard — 

In Bweet simplicity it came 

From those young lips — not breathed in shame — 

They meant no light — no earthly flame — 

A sainted and exalted love — 

Such as the Immortals feel above — 

With sacred sympathies imbued, 

And sense of Heaven-blessed brotherhood, — 
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A love, — whose purity sublime 

Was far beyond all Earth and Time, 

Of gratitude's deep feeling born. 

And Friendship in the heart's core worn ! — 

And yet, when she that word had said — 

And saw the intense emotion shed 

Deep hues — o'er all his aspect spread — 

Her heart shrank hack from that sweet sound. 

Which yroOT her heart had hurst profound — 

She felt the flush his forehead wore 

Glowed deepening tlirough its trembling core- 

And thus resumed, in tones that greet 

Less wildly fervent — still moresweet 

The ear which drinks the sound, as might 

The new-risen soul, Heaven's opening light. 

XXIX. 

" Saved vs, I said 1 — I say so still — 

Oh ! — had ray father's heart grown chill, 

I scarce could have survived to know 

The whole stern fulness of my woe. 

So close — deep love and duty bind 

The hearts, by grief yet closelier twined ! — 

And — gallant Stranger ! — fi'om the grave 

"Twas thine — twice thine — both lives to save!-* 

But words can slender part express 

Of this — the o'erflowing thankfulness — 

The gush of gratitude — I feel 

At these — thy deeds of generous zeal !" 
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She ceased — aad music died away — 
That he could wish should deathless stay — 
But all his thoughts melodious grew 
Beneath those words, and glances tool — 
The love that seemed before so deep — 
Now, o'er his soul did strengthened sweep 
In clouds of tenderness so strong, — 
They bore that rushing soul along ! — 
His life seemed lifted all above, 
Yet lost in the Endlessness uf Love ! — 
He felt, too, in that mounting mood, 
Tliat he was met — and understood ! 
That gleam of hope — that first sweet gleam, 
i Made all things round him smile and beam. 
Deluged with the ecstasy of light — 
Winged thoughts were checked upon their Hight, 
And back upon his heart they nished 
All fevered as they were, and flushed, 
In rapture of confusion hurled, — 
Riven parts of One most blessed World! — 
As though the soul, by the o'er-delight. 
Was shivered into fragments bright! — 
Tliat glassed ten thousand forms of bliss. 
While that commingling — mirrored this — 
Repeated still — reflected on, — 
Till all were — in Division — One! — 
Though severed all— yet all alike — 
With self-same aspect still they strike! — 
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XXX. 

And Xenia — did the electric chain 

That round all hearts mnst twined remain 

Thrill thee with pleasure — and its pain? — 

(For even such pleasure pure and high 

Hath hints of rich perplexity — 

And keen and bitter partnenr ! — ) 

The electric chain of feeling strong. 

That lengthening — strengthening, winds along! 

And makes our Being more than bcj 

Snblimed by quickening sympathy; 

Until we feel we are not bom 

Into a selfishness forlorn, — 

But linked into a world that thinks — 

Lives — loves ! — whose atoms all are links ! — 

A world — that framed of myriad parts. 

Into ONE LIFE harmonious starts, — 

Its portions linked for evermore 

Together — through Love's sacred lore, — 

And those linked portions linked agwi. 

Unto the throne of the Endless Reign, 

Till all is in One Truth comprized — 

All harmonies are harmonized! — 

Oh ! never shews that sympathy 

So deep as — Youthful Love! — in thee! — 

When in the heart of other seems 

The Heart to pour its thousand streams ; 

When that receives it, and repays 

The gifts with breathless love and praise — 



THE MAIDEN OF MOSCOW. i 

Forgetful of themselves — each Aowg — 
As though eternally it rose 
Without an ebb — in rushing rise. 
To mark no boundary but the skies ! — 
Those thousand streams each heart pours there- 
Deep Streams with Streams still mingling lair ! ~ 
All hues of Heaven appear to bear ; — 
Together then they seem to be — 
The whole world in One Sympathy! — 



XXXI. 

Sweet Xenia ! — did thy gentlest heart 

To such divine existence start ? — 

Or did pale Sorrow yel chide back 

The new guest hovering o'er her track ? — - 

Ah ! — surely Sorrow's softening power 

Might beat prepare for such an hour — 

Charni every colder thought away, — 

Bid all quick Feeling's touch obey ; 

And killing doubt, reserve, or pride. 

Bare all the deep soul's softest aide, — 

Aye, turn its soft side to the Light, 

And Life, and Love — with conquering might! — 

And Xenia loved ! — in hours of gloom. 

Faint sparks as shining lights become — 

And things that had but little moved 

In happier days, now powerful proved ! — • 

In hours of storm, — strife, — haste — and heat, 

JWhurryingly the Sou! doth greet! — 

Till years contracted seem to be 

Even in bright moments as thev flee. 
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Aci^^&t ict wiM lyyre'* ^Lriirr^sc dream, 
Thax ouuie :^<& world aLr^xi&i appear 
It^lf more blessed and more d^ I — 
Tb« eommoQ Earth, and Air, azid Skies, 
Utinl^ef — opon each other rise ! — 
Each, l^iding each, a fiood of lizht. 
And starting as from depths of night ! — 
?%ot love ! — not love I — it coa!d not he — 
Worthier of loftier thoughts is he ! — 
Ave ! — ^holier sentiments should claim 



(yxitt who as their Deliverer came ! — 

XXXIII. 

Oh ! maiden ! — dared thy heart to dream- 
Noff backing in that glorioos beam — 
That aughf could holier — loftier prove 
Than the Earth-emparadisiug Love ! — 
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Tbe bolincss of whose sweet hope 

Bids every gate of glory ope, 

And urgeth man to do and dare. 

High lifting him from sordid care ; — 

This — this — can raise, guide, prompt, and fire, — 

Crown, — arm, — illume him, — and iaspire! — 

Its bright commandments mighliest seem 

To rule this Human Nature's stream ; — 

Whose every current — every tide — 

Obeys his influence, free and wide. 

All Truth, and Height, and Light, and Power, 

From him seem lent — in his deep hour! — 

He worketh miracles within! — 

From darkness and the gloom of sin 

Rises the Soul to strive — ^and win ! — 

Rises the Soul in Suns! — Each thought 

A world of light— o'er-blazed, o'er-fraught! — 

He teacheth high triumphant things, — 

What Phantasies unfurl their wings — 

What Visions far their scenes unroll. 

When he is present in the Soul I — 

From space to space they glowing spread. 

Yet cause no wonder and no dread ; 

By his great power seem all things made, — 

One life — far scattered — far displayed, — 

One Universal Light's Excess, — 

From Boundlessness to Boundlessness ! — 

Endurance strong — and tempered zeal 

From him receive their stamp and seal ; 
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a gloried'st mucli to own 
B heart hia seat and throne ; — 
thyself in fear, 
eJoub tremblings deep and dear, 
'urous lingeringB of distrust, 
shall end — they shall — they must— 
1 full and free, 
i seems Heaven's own certainty! — 
' still arouud deep glooms extend, 
■Avy shadows without end, 
-lestiny and Earth too near 
at divine delight appear! — 
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all it triumphs ! — Still it gives, 
'lile deep within the life it lives, 
sweet commandments unto all, — 
' :id what hath answered not its call? — 
lew Courage, Patience, Hope, awake, 
^ Its calm, fair retinue to make ! — 
And clear imaginings arise, — 
With the instincts native to the skies ; — ■ 
And all the Thoughts like Treasure lie. 
Gladdened with immortality ! — 
Piled round that costliest treasure there, 
Which makes them all so deeply fair ; 
And Grief itself hath learned to shew 
What beauty can be found in woe, 
What loveliness may yet be lent 
' To Sorrow's pale bewilderment — 



244 the; maiden of Moscow. 

Whose dreams and thoughts with borrowed worth. 

Like Melancholy Moons shine forth ; — 

Illumined with a blessed ray 

From the orb of all the Spirit's day ! — 

Till even their melancholy flings 

A new charm o'er created things — 

So tender and so beauteous made — 

Like dubious births — half sun — half shade ! — 

XXXVL 

And was De Courcy happy? — Yes! — 

Earth grew one heaven of happiness — 

Whene'er they met — 'twas joy's sweet height — 

Whene'er they met not — Fancy's might 

Supplied a vision half as bright ! — 

And Hope and Memory sweetly strove 

Which most could minister to Love ! — 

And rapidly, from hour to hour, 

That passion deepened to its power, — 

From bright beginnings, free and fast, — 

To full perfections richly passed ! — 

And gathered all its glories round. 

In one transcendant triumph bound — 

While quivering joys — while rainbowed tears — 

And breezy hopes — and kindling fears — 

But added to that triumph still, 

And taught each pulse a livelier thrill, 

And all the soul appeared to bless, 

With wealth of costlier consciousness ! — 
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Their love — like liglitniiig rose to warm, 
The rugged bosom of the storm ! — 
Twaa war without, and strife and din, 
'Twas doubly Heaven and Light within — 
Where once doth Love, the Blessed, reign — 
There wrong nor ruin, wrath nor pain. 
May wholly cloud with murky night — . 
Nor his ecstatic being blight I — 
No ! — these shall ravage not — nor shake 
The Paradise two hearts can make — 
Though each have hoards of Sorrow's store 
Hidden within their throhbing core — 
Together still they make in joy 
A Paradise no pains destroy — 
Together make — defying this — 
A Paradise of boundless bliss ! — 

I XXXVII. 

(| And Love's Enchantments — brightening now — 
For them light Horror's frowning brow — 
Dark the volcanic rage may lower — 
Ckime strife — conjestonu—comedooni's worst hour— 
For them must bloom one blessed spot, 
Where Doom itself shall enter not — 
Even like those veins of verdure led. 
Round the angry Crater, deep and dread ! — 
Borderings of bloom — bright gems of green — 
Drear yawning rifls and rents between — 
Which, — though all else they ravage ihero, 
'Vhe lava-lightnings love to spare ! — 
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Surely eacli passing spring that fled 

O'er her sweet life, had gently shed 

Its hest of heauty on her head — 

And o'er her form — and o'er her face — 

Its freshness, buoyancy, and grace — 

And, Oh ! — how pure a soul doth shine 

Throngh her smooth forehead's cryslalliiie. 

Its soft expanse, like the Open Air, 

Breathes of celestial mystei-ies there ! — 

A radiant ruler she appears. 

In these — her gently flowering years, 

A lovely potentate, whose sway 

Spreads wide as even the realms of day. 

All her beholders must he made 

Her subjects — bowed — yet not afraid — 

Fair Potentate ! — whose living crown 

Draws light from all Heaven's sweet stars down, 

Wherewith she stands arrayed, — so bright — 

Yet BO unconscious of her might ! — 

And now she govenis one deep soul — 

That widening — wakes to her controul — 

Exalted, wears her radiant chain — 

Enriched — enlarged — adores her reign — 

And moves — more nobly proud and free — 

In that enchanted slavery — 

Than all who wander unsubdued. 

In liberty's most chaiuless mood. 

Entranced to ecstasy seems all. 

Beneath that most ambrosial thrall! — 
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Meanwhile, — far round theni darkened still. 

Full many a gloomy form of ill, 

Hate — Wrath^^trife — Discord — seemed to ti 

To shake their bosomed harmouy, 

Where'er they looked, — one waste of gloom 

Yawned round them, like an opening tomb ; — 

Little of old Smolensk remained, 

Save shattered walls, all smirched and stained. 

Riddled and raked by shell and shot — 

Still smoking dark — and smouldering hot — 

Barrier, and bar, and battlement. 

Were standing still, but bowed and bent — 

Gloomy and fearful to behold. 

As though ten thousand ages old. 

Smolensk, the sacred and the strong — 

Praised, blessed, revered, and honoured long- 

Brifls on the winds in ashes pale, 

Made now the feeblest of the frail ; — 

And some few hours could thus o'erwhelm 

The key of Russia's mighty Realm — 

While round her huge defensive wall, 

Her foes, gazed, wondering at her fall ; 

The old amphitheatre of heights 

(Whence clearly marked were those stem sij 

Bristling with war were darkly made 

The Eyries of Eagles that displayed 

Their wings to whelm with crush of shade' 

Their sweeping wings, in threatening way, 



r 



THE MAIDEN OF MOSCOW. 



As they would reach even tlie Orb of Day, 
But to enshroud it and o'ersway — 
Estinguiehing in stormy night, 
The very goal ihcy sought of Light ! — 
Such reckless heat of rage doth seem 
To madden through Ambition's dream ; 
And worse — that Passion-thirst for war, 
Spreading and wasting wide and fur ! — 
So grows its phrenzy day by day, — 
Till all must be pursued as prey ! 
And they who feel that impulse stern. 
For Action and Adventure burn, 
Till Fame's own temple were o'erthrown — 
If on their headlong path it shone — 
These would fall out with Triumph even, 
Were nought else to their fury given ! — 

XLI. 
How mournfully come Night and Morn 
Down on the hapless town foilorn — 
The Sun's fair rising wakeneth not 
Glad eyes on that much-altered spot, 
No busy citizens repeat 
Tlieir cheerful rounds througli square and street,- 
No joyous throngs assembling there, 
Wake hundred echoes in the air, 
No proud processions lengthening go, 
With lofty pump and solemn show — 
On high religious holydays. 
Along the City's stalely ways — 
Threading all the architectural maze. 
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There skeletons on ashes lie, 

And shock the sickening passer-by, — 

No bride from ber loved home is led, 

With white veil glittering round her head — 

All faulteringly and gently forth — 

The sweetest spectacle on earth ! — 

While blushing, young, couipanions near 

Seem half-infected with her fear ; 

The wreaths — the blushes — where are they ?- 

Withered and vanished all away ! 

A cloud of gloom seems settled round, 

In which the whole lies sternly bound ; — 

The princely City's haughty trust 

Hath fallen to ashes and to dust ; — 

Her bulwarks might not save — in vain 

Were all the glories of her reign ! 

Her sumptuous palaces are laid 

In ruins dim — and disarrayed; — 

Changed, all the splendours that of old 

Made these a triumph to behold! — 

A shadowy web of mourning falls 

O'er these bowed domes and prostrate walls — 

A shadowy web far-sweeping spread 

Around thy Ruined and thy Dead — 

Ill-fated City — that no more 

May shew what thou hast been of yore! — 

The Mansions of the Living lie 

In funeral gloom, heaped frowning nigh ; — 

The Mansions of the Dead below 

Wear livelier and more smiling show. 
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For that rare Dream of bliss is n'ei- — 
Thy Xenia charms thy sight no more ! — 
The idol of his soul is gone — 
Now felt he on the earth alone! 
The darkness of that change o'er all 
He meets or sees, appears to fall ; — 
Yes ! — She and Happiness are borne 
From all ! — like him left lost and lorn! 
Forsaken seems the very Sun — 
A vain and dreary race to run !— 
And yet not so! — His beams, even now. 
Win brightness, haply, from that brow ! — 

XLIV. 
Deep Love had taught him precious things — 
And opened joy's uncounted springs — » 

Till all he met or saw was made — 
ITirough time and tide,^through sun and shade— 
A gladness, that from his own heart 
Flowed out — pervading every part! — 
The air seemed sown with unseen flowers. 
Fell still around such odorous showers, 
The Sky — far nearer to the Earth — 
Looked hke a new triumphant birth. 
The common Ground was as a Sky, 
Within whose bosom seemed to lie 
Ten thousand — thousand Stars of Light, — 
Halfhidden — half revealed to sight; — 
As 'twere a cloud of roseate hue, 
Which they for ever sparkled through — 
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In bounteous nature's boundless store^ 

All tbings still exquisitely wore — 

Afar or near — around — above — 

The heavenly-human face of Love ! — 

But now, — they lost what they bad gained — 

When Love and Hope together reigned — 

All disenchanted, dark and drear, 

Gloomier than ever doth appear ! — 

The good old Priest hath left the spot. 

His matchless Daughter, too, is not ! — 

"Twas strange I — no farewell word was said — 

Suddenly — secretly, they fled — 

Mysteriously they left the place. 

Their parting footsteps none might trace ! — 

De Courcy, bowed by Sorrow's might. 

In vain sought tidings of tbeir flight; 

No chie had he his Thoughts to guide 

To bis Beloved One's gentle aide, — 

And north and south, — and east and west, 

They travelled, — and no more knew rest ! — 

Thus much waa clear — thus much alone, — 

The Daughter and the Sire were gone ! — 



XLV. 

M onntime, — through changed Smolensk's paleJ 
Where one stern waste the shocked eye meets, / 
The Gallic Army marched in pride. 
While Ruin scowled on every side — 
Twas triumph, desolate and vain, 
I De«truetion darkling filled their train !- 
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Those cinders, — cmnchetl beneath their feet 
Dark hints seemed ever to repeat, — 
The walls, that where they sliook the ground 
Fell inwards with a shock of sound, — 
A sullen shock — yet stunning too — 
Seemed uttering dire predictions true ! — 
All things around, all near and far, 
Whispered dark things oracular. 
And mournfully triumphant moved — 
Still unapplauded — unapproved — 
That Mighty Host, in pride and power. 
Past shattered dome and prostrate tower! — 
A Show that well might charm — inspire — 
But no spectators to admire ! — 
And Victory seemed to hang her head, 
Pale as some mourner o'er the dead, 
While round her temples there, did frown. 
The Likeness of her Laurel crown. 
With thorns and cypress overgrown !— 
Still Dead Sea fruits she scattered round — 
Ashes to asheii — on TnAT OKorND! — 
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CANTO VTT. 



I. 



Whbrb the Kolowdniiia's currents gleam— 
Where flows its tributary stream — 
Rippling to every paseing breeze — 
Into the old Borysthenes ; 
And marks with its fair maze of light. 
The base of Valoutina's height, — 
A high and hallowed spot is found — 
A spot of consecrated ground ! — 
Grey Superstition hovereth there. 
And breathes her spell upon tlie air: 
Traditionary tales are told 
Of this much-honoured place of old ; — 
'Tis called — a solemn name and proud,— 
Which wraps it, as in Glory's cloud — 
"The Sacred Field!" — Plumed Victory waM 
Her standard there o'er heroes' graves ! — 
For there these antique tales repeat 
The Russian arms ne'er knew defeat : — 
There, many a foeman — battling well- 
In rising sens of slaughter fell! — 
In the olden days of brave renown — 
Btnigt;l<ii^ till bowed and overthrown, 
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Like lions striving till the last — 

Seeming to strive when life was past! — 

With looks of fury— hands of hate — 

Though crushed beneath Death's frost-like weight — 

Hands — clenched with wreathing grasp) — though chiU,- 

Konnd gore-clogged weapons dripping still : 

In vain they fought — in vain they died — 

Still Victory snnled on Russia's side ! 

Still on that " Sacred Field," to Fame 

She gave Rejoicing Russia's name : — 

And there she wrote that name in light — 

" The Unbowed — the Invincible in might !" — 



n. 

And now upon this Field renowned — 
With high resolve and hopes profonnd — 
The ranks of Rnasia's war behold — ' 
Brave as their dreadless sires of old !— 
Terrific is the shock and stern, 
Seems wavering Victory now to turn — 
And on the arena of her boast 
Decides 'gainst Russia's gallant host! — 
Her generous sons are doomed to yield. 
On that — the immortal Sacred Field ! — 
Yet noble still in their defeat, 
And proud are they — in even retreat! 
They have well saved what they would save, 
Though filled is many a reeking grave, — 
Their cannons and their baggage all — 
Their wounded comrades, too, from thrall I 
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They have well saved what they have sought 

To guard from wrong — for this they fought ;- 

And well tlieir fair retreat they make, 

And wiih them, these,— u neon qnered take I 

And those who scarce the victory gained, 

A hard and heavy loss sustained t — 

Upon Kolowdnnia's bridge, but ill 

Repaired of lale with dubious skill — 

But ill and carelessly repaired 

Where lie, the dangerous passage dared — 

Fell Gudin ! — noblest of the brave — 

Whom half his host would die to save— 

And thousands, thunderstrieken, stood. 

As from (hdr heart-veins gushed that blood ! 

They stood — they paused — they held their bre 

All wounded by that single Death! 

So well beloved by all was he — 

Gentle and generous — frank and free ; 

Of large and elevated mind — 

Principle-strengthened, and refined! 



111. 
7'hen Valoutina's Victory seemed 
To lose the light wherewith it beamed ; I 
And dark that day of Conquest proved-^«4 
The death-day of their chief beloved — 
These tidings sad were swift conveyed 
To him — whose haughty joy must fade, — 
Whose triumph must be dashed with gloom— 
The night of that too-ueighhouring tomh! — 
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"Hie tomb of one beloved — revered, — 
^ service, time and worth endeared. 
Keen Sorrow wrings his breast, but now 
He must uplift the o'ersliadowed brow, — 
He must with iron business bind 
Hie boBOm-sore — Ms wound of mind ; 
And all his energies apply 
To many a sharp necessity ; — 
Since lie must issue orders straight, 
Of moment deep and pressing weight! 
His Sorrow now he waves away. 
Till fitter Season for its Sway ; 
Adjourns his Anguish, and defers 
The Suffering through his heart that atira, — 
Frowns back the encroaching pain he feels, — 
And the inly-bleeding bosom steels, — 
Suspends the Risings of Regret, 
As he the appointed times should set. 
And regulate the periods all, 
When the armed heart's pulse shall rise and fal 
Adjust the Emotions and controul, 
Which come to sweep along his soul, 
And give — thus holding them in thrall— 
His Fiat to his Feelings all, — 
As they upon his will must wait,— 
Himself his own o'er-dooming Fate ! — 



IV. 
T were well ! — if thus he could o'er-rule 
In rigid, stern, self-mastering school, 
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^^^B The Ambition (hat, too dark and strong, 

^^^B Drives all bis rushing soul along I — 

^^H Would he could this awhile adjourn, — 

^^H And gaze around, — and weigh and learn, — 

^^m Adjust — adapt it, — and constrain, 

^H Ab he hath done his Grief and Pain ! — 

^H But now his lofly course he shapes 

^B (While thus from thoughtful woe be 'scapes!- 

^B To Valoutina's blood-stained field, 

H Where sights of terror frown revealed ! — 

■ The troops uf tlie ever-gallant Ney, 

■ Who shared the honours of the day, — 
I (iudiii's (livisiuu — gashed and gored, 

I That uiourued in glory, and deplored, — 

Late widowed uf its valiant lord, — 
Were drawn up on the attesting ground, 
Midst all its signs of contlict round ! — 
There lay, in wild confusion spread. 
The corses of their comrades dead. 
Midst scattered arms and sliivered trees, — 
Whose trunks, like rocks beneath the seas, — 
All jagged aud pointed, threatening frown, — 
While some uprooted near are strown ; 
Dismounted guna, too, hc;aped — hurled down,- 
Far round confusedly mixed are thrown ; 
Ploughed up with balls. Earth's self seemed j 
Like those who in raid-combat dashed ! — 
And gave their bosoms to the blow, 
And dying, — still felt zeal's stern glow ; 
fiore trampled was the sod boueath 
Tbote feer — fierce shod with doom and dea( 
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Such arc the trophies that reiiiaiii 

Upon the Enlaurelled Victory's Plain ! — 

Midst countless corses heaped about. 

The Emperor takes his dreadful route ; 

There Deatli in every shape intrudes, 

la Agony's own attitudes, — 

On his — the great War- Maker's eight, — 

And bids him, shuddering, own its might ! — 

But he hath come to shed and throw 

A light o'er all this Wild of Woe !— 

Rise — silent Glory ! — at his call — 

Let Death even own thy dazzling thrall — 

Come Fame ! — come Honour ! — heavenward r 

From this red dust of agonies ! — 

He speaks ! — the assembled thousands live — 

In the new life these proud words give — 

He lauds them! — Not the world's acclaim, 

Out- thundering loud each several name, 

Should move their spirits — glorying high, — 

So strongly — so o'erwhelmingly — 

As his great Praise — supreme — sublime ! — 

It seems to echo on through Time — 

His solemn praise, — that cannnt die, 

Of their great general Bravery ! — 

VI. 
But more than this! — again that voice 
Bids every bounding heart rejoice — 




By faim— brvfaoB Fvtarit^, 
AeonqMrt, too, eom^tt to be !— 
Tbe iaIoaJCTtiig atroag dd^it 
Sabdoes these lioM ttf tbe i^t — 
Like rhiMrea, hBtrjiag, gather these 
Aroaad ihdr awfol Father's knees !— 
And now tbo8e separate bands are bade — 
Each coant^nance with triampb clad — 
Successively round hiui to stand. 
And take high tokens from his hand !^ 
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^omotions — decorations now — 
Showered round — flush many a rugged brow ; — 
And generous gifts exalt their soule, 
With gratitude no doubt controuls : 
They look not on their Dead that lie 
Un straightened round, with unclosed eye — 
Since still they gaze on him alone, — 
For whom these fell — the Ambitious One! — 
Up to that fetal eye they gaze — 
Fixed upon future battle-days ! — 
And there he might appear to be 
A Father 'midst his Family ! — 
Dear Heaven ! — and he would see them all 
In racking anguish bleed and fall — 
To grasp some other glittering gem. 
He dreams should light his diadem 1 — 
Yet haply, at that hour his breast, 
With kindliest feelings throbbed impressed — 
While human-tender grew the excess 
Of Earth- o'ers hado wing Selfishness! 
He loved them with a self-sprung love — 
As they for him, endured and strove — 
As they to him, were linked and bound — 
As they with him had Triumph found — 
As they might speed his onward way 
To Empire's yet unheard-of sway ! — 
But not OJie shadotc of his Power — 
Even for one little fleeting hour — 
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Wa«U be for ibem resign — to save 
FraiB lortnrea and tbe nntiniely grave ! 

vm. 

Thai fch they oot — this scarce he knew — 

Sa fitmol was lU his soiirB self-Tiew ; — 

ne «Uk his MyTia4l-sid«d Miud — 

BjA-friag tighl — that made tbe earth blind- 

CbvU lesTe all Worlds ofTlionght bebind !- 

Jierer did Field of Fight yet shew 

So proud a spectacle below ! — 

Oh! — who could see that show and aay. 

Woe worth the conflict's deadly day ? — 

That Spectacle's impo&iog pride. 

Could war's worst terrors cloak and liide ! 

The bannered eagles in tliat air, 

Ol' haughty victory — fluttering fair — 

As though 'twas all one lustrous sky — 

Their pride of place still where his eye 

Made earth beam like the Sun on high ! — 

(Tliose Eagles well on troops bestowed, 

That trod ere this their atorra-ward road— 

Hlthout such emblems 'mid them shewn — 

Not yet by merit made their own ! — ) 

Those ranks of warriors — crowd on crowd — I 

With conscious recent glory proud ! — 

Full many a billowy, wavering tlirong. 

Heaving with exultations strong, — 

The Circumstance and State of War — 

'jHitteriug and towering free and far— 
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The Pomp, and Pride, and Splendours rare, 
Of these promotions, brave and fair, 
Made solemn Valoutika seem 
The Scenery of some wizard dream ! — 



But now the festal 



pomp 19 paet,- 



The mighty stir subsides at lasf, — 
The joy and triumph are no more, 
The Splendour — like the Strife— is o'er ! — 

IX. 
Yea! like the Battle lost and won, — 
The high rejoicings all are done ! — 
Slow gathering o'er Napoleon's brow 
Brood shadows of disquiet now; — 
Back to Smolensk must he return. 
And now, he may have time to mourn, — 
And sights and sonnds of pain and fear, — 
Sad sights ! — stern sonnds l^afar and near, 
Well suit that heavy, joyless mood, — 
So Sorrow reigneth unsubdued ! — 
Long files of wounded wretches crawl 
Along the roads^ — in anguish all. 
And ghastly creatures nearer Death, 
Still breathing agonizing breath. 
Are borne along, as to the grave, — 
And surely nothing here can save ! — 
In pale Smolensko's streets liehold — 
New horrors hideously unfold, 
While still the new surpassed the old I — 
The tortured Thought in Carnage swims, — 
Tumbrils of new -dissevered limbs, — 
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tlMp« i>f the dead — who just bad crept 

To abtther, — then laid down and slept, — 

All things most terrible and dire, 

Make the sad stricken heart expire! — 

Within the hospitals, pale Want, — 

While helps are few, — and meatis are Bcant, — 

Her iron rule makes sorely felt. 

By those to whom sharp pangs are dealt ; 

In vain would the Chirurgeon's skill 

These pangs assuage — these sufferings still ; — 

Medicaments are sought in vain ! — 

And must they bear their maddeniog pain ? — 

At length in the archives — scrolls are found. 

That bind and staunch the gaping wound, — 

Parchments for splints must serve at need. 

Birch-cotton stand in lint's apt stead ! 

X. 

But pass we o'er their sufferings drear. 
Events of mighty weight draw near, — 
Questions are mooted now that bear 
A whelming freight of serious care! — 
Resolved from drear Smolensk to go, — 
Where shall Napoleon seek his foe? — 
Where shape his course with skilful art, 
To strike dismay to Russia's heart ? — 
'ff,— Petersburg, — and Moscow seem 
TOpting to Ambition's dream, — 
Si advantage clear present, — 
lii'rings of his high intent ! — 
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At KiefF, through Winter's dreaded reign. 
He might secure and safe remain, — 
Envelope Tchitchakofl's strong force, 
And seize on many a rich resource, — 
Free from embarrassment and clear, 
Withal, his own right flank and rear ; 
While fortified cantonments — well. 
Of noble strength — impregnable — 
(At Riga, — Mohlleff, — and where 
Smolensk lies pale in her despair, — 
At Diinaboui^ — Polotsk — beside — 
Witespk, too, where he late did bide, — ) 
Shoald the other portions of his host 
Defend — none scattered and none lost I — 

XI. 

There, — while dark Winter's ice-months roll. 
With terrible and stern controul, — 
Might he reorganize and raise. 
Through labouring — yet through leisureil days. 
The whole of Poland — conquered now. 
And proud beneath his yoke to bow ! — 
Thus might he hurl — when Spring returns 
And Winter flies ( — but flying — scorns. 
And flings back Parthian arrows pale. 
Light shafts of sleet and partial hail — ) 
'Gainst Russia's might — this fearless Foe, — 
Nation 'gainst Nation arming so ! — 
And rendering equal — thus at length — 
This contest deep of Strength with Strength, 
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But fresh considerations spring, 

Twenty-nine marches well should bring, 

From where they now have ta'en their stand. 

To one Crowned City of the land ! — 

Proud Petersburgl — the unbowed — the iinbent— 

Centre of Russia's Government ! — 

Where in one knot of weight and might, 

The Administration's threads unite — 

In one firm knot — close wreathed — and claaped- 

The Administration's threads are grasped! 

Together gathered there, and twined — 

Concentered closely and combined ; 

There, too, her vast war-treasuries be — 

Her arsenals of Land and Sea ! 

JVotu — as her noblest riches shown — 

Battle-Regalia of her crown ! — 

Kingliest Regalia! — prouder far 

That jewelled Pomp, — her metalled War! — 

xir. 



There, too, should be secure and seize 

(And strong inducements all are these — ) 

The single point — there marked and fixed — 

Of clear communication 'twist 

Russia and England — now commixed — 

In close confederacy — well joined 

Through interests deep, — in heart and mind !- 

The intelligence of victory, too. 

Which flushed his arms with triumphs new. 
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(By him — even then with pride received) 
That brave Saint Cyr — from straits relieved — 
At bleak Polotsk had well atchieved, — 
Seeraed urging him that course to choose — 
Nor further time in doubt to lose ; 
In concert with Saint Cyr, should he 
On Petersburg march instantly, — ■ 
And there — their mustered masses join, 
He should envelope Wittgenstein — 
And cause proud Riga's leaguered wall. 
Before Macdonald's force to fall — 
(Macdonald ! — Caledonia's child ! — 
Sprung from her heathery mouotaitia wild! — ) 

XIll. 



But Moscow! — IVIoscow t — beckoning still — 

With keener hope his breast doth fill — 

There the ancient nobles make their stand, 

The Proud— the Princes of the land — 

Propped high on Honour's fiery boast — 

The old Honour they shall yet see lost ! — 

There circling them on every side — 

Shine treasures, luxuries, power, and pride — 

Their rich possessionB there are found, 

On the old hereditary ground, 

The Nobles there — the Nation all — 

Should totter to a desperate fall ! — 

More neighlmuring, too, to where they are, 

(Kieff-^ Petersburg — are severed far! — ) 
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Did MoBcow's fair position aid, 
To sway him in the choice he made ? — 
That road yields more resources, loo, 
While the ohstacles seemed slight and few. 
There — argument to sway hia mind ! — 
Russia's Grand Army he should find! — 
Those hosts that he must not forget — 
Those hosts that he must ruin yet I — 
That long-sought Battle tempts him on, 
Which Hope a thousand times hath won, 
Tlie expectancy, on which his heart 
Preyed still, eternally — apart! — 
There may he strike the astounding hlow, 
Which through all the Empire's veins shall j 
There shock the Nation's Soul, — and smite, 
With his unconquerable might, — 
The deep bbart of the invaded Land — 
And all constrain — and all command ! — 



XIV. 

Ill conflict sharp and short. Saint Cyr 
O'ur Wittgenstein advantage clear 
Had gained, with skilful toil severe — 
The chief who this high deed atchieved, 
Ere long from the Emperor's hand received 
The mareschall's truncheon-staff — proud me* 
For those who served their country's m 
'Twas in that storm of Battle died 
Two noble warriors — true and tried — 
Deroy and Liben, — seemed to reign 
Strange syuipathy between the twain! 
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From fair Bavaria's pleasant land, 

They came enrolled in that vast Band : 

The self-same hour beheld their birth, 

And ushered them to changeful Earth ! — 

Brothers in Battle they had been, 

Still side by side divideless seen. 

Seldom had danger frowned between ! — 

The same campaigns had still beheld 

These sword -companions in the field, 

Bent one triumphal course to steer — 

One glorious and uncheclied career! — 

At length — a common Death awails! — 

Each soul bursts forth through gory gales, — 

Those yawning wounds, that set it free ! — 

They lived and died in sympathy ! — 

So closed their linked and likened Lives— 

Where each for Victory's guerdon strives ! — 

In one same proud victorious field 

Their fate is stamped — their doom is sealed — 

Yes! — set the Star of either Life — 

In that same proud victorious strife! — 

Shall their survivors dare divide 

Those — Life and Deatu had thus allied? — 

No ! — dust witli dust together joined 

One Tomb in solemn league shall bind, 

And Ages leave to Peace resigned — 

One sepulchre receives their clay — 

May iheir winged souls track One bright way ! 
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XV. 

From Echmiihrs Prince ere long arrive 

Tidings that hopes more ardent give — 

To him whose enterprising soul 

111 bears the events that must controul! — 

Pass we Suspense — Success — Survey — 

The various orders of the day — 

Arrangements — method — or delay ! — 

Forth from Smolensk the march was made — 

Proud gleamed the pomp and gay parade — 

Poured thousands, the onward paths along, 

Ablaze with Hope — that kindleth strong! — 

The Viceroy's gallant troops behold, — 

Shining in sunlight's burning gold — 

Zazele's castellated pride, — 

Its sky-kissed towers — and walls stretched wide,- 

There Grouchy 's horsemen brave appear, 

(These had encamped already here), 

Bordering a Lake of Beauty clear — 

While the Emperor marched yet more advanced,- 

The anticipated triumphs glanced 

From every look — through every word — 

He moved like Empire's Victor- Lord ! — 

Thus he advanced rejoicing still — 

Shall all succumb not to his will ? — 

He felt as though his hand unfurled 

The fate of Europe and the World ! — 

That where he was, the place must be 

Where fixed is all Earth's destiny, — 
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Where trembling nations watch in doubt. 

Till his dread voice shall tell it outl — 

And recklessly, neglects he so 

The banded armies of the Foe 1 — 

The host of Essen — strong to guard 

Riga — for proud defence prepared — 

And Wittgenstein's — that still remains, 

On drear Polotsk's blood-flowing plains ; 

And Htertel'a sternly threatening powers — 

Where frown Bobruisk's embattailied towers, — 

And where Volhynia's regions spread, 

Brave TchitchakoET's strong force and dread ! — 

XVI. 



He passes o'er their marshalled might, 

As they were specks on his great Light! — 

As they should vanish from the Earth, 

When his grand thoughts bound into Birth ! — 

They might surround him — but in vain ; — 

He feels that he shall rule and reign ! 

His haughty, enterprising mind 

Leaves these in its wild dreams behind I — 

Pass we the lengthened march — the advance — ■ 

The forward-hurrying War of France ! — 

Pass we the martial movements, too. 

Of those removed from the Emperor's view ; - 

Those portions of his force afar — 

The scattered Strengths of Gallia's War! — 

Pass we the various plans designed — 

Suggested by his Master Mind ! — 
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WIazina*s town hath met the eyes. 
Of those whose Eagle-banner flies 
Like Earth-bom meteor to the skies ! — 
But dames from all its turrets rise ! — 
The Foe once more hath called to aid 
Fire's element — that well obeyed ! — 
He speaks with thousand tongues of flame. 
To those who come, to crush and tame ! 
And they in consternation gaze 
Upon the growing mounting blaze! — 

XVII. 

Their March a gloomy March had been, 
Through many a desolated scene ; 
From swamp to swamp, — their foe had still 
Drawn them with strange and fatal skill, — 
From Conflagration made them tread 
To Conflagration fiercelier spread ! — 
Strong indignation prompts — inspires — 
Their hands extinguished soon the fires ! — 
The advanced guard rushing rapidly — 
Those waters ford — that bridgeless be, 
And check the wild flames rising free! — 
Then fiercely they attack — destroy 
The incendiaries with savage joy! — 
Vengeance for Vengeance thus they take. 
And Chastening bring for Chastening's sake, — 
Judgments for Judgments so they give, 
And Wrath and Hate before them drive, — 
Those who light fiames in foeman s way, 
ThoHC flames shall choke with their own clay, — 
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Those, who bade Fire's wild tempest roar, 
Shall quench ita fury with their gore ! — 

xvm. 

To the Emperor is, ere long, — made known, 

While halts he in Wiazma'a town, 

The Russians' haught assumption now 

Of triumphs that adorned his brow !~ 

Enraged — infuriated — he hears 

They claim each con quest- wreath he bears, — 

And far, and wide, and loud protest. 

Their arms have been by Victory blessed, 

In every strife — on every side, — 

He maddens with the indignant pride! — 

Their bells — triumphant peals ring out — 

Ascends on high the Earth-shaking shout! — 

Hymns of Thanksgivings echoing rise. 

With heart- poured loness to shake the skies ! — 

While published to the exultant crowd 

Are hundred proclamations proud ! 

Twas thus, in truth, the Russians tried 

To ronae and raise the general pride — 

To kindle the universal thought. 

Till Patriotism's high work was wrought I — 

Part Policy — part Pieiy — 

They trust their Future all to Thee, 

Lord of the Faithful and t!ie Free ! — 

Aa still anticipating all 

That yet from Heavenly helps shall fall, — 

As though they felt Thy gracious will 

Must aid their righlcoiis ertbris still ! — 
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XIS. 
Vu^ ihnr Arek-EaciBT oinenl, 
S» wT«iii witk mage words awaked ! — 
" *^« t— 4»« tbST fie dieo— tfcre— and THsiU 
Bnmck — Ab0«« — aad ewtry Khtref — 
Lie <n the Euth.— «iid ID the Air?— 
T«Kk the ina Imcmb of Miemn bells,— 
Tfeat jpl akaB aoaad ibeir coantrr's knells, - 
T» «MC tWr hlwliniwlii to the skj,— 
imd viifc tfcam tagi y iug a — thaBdrring bigfa 
lb Hk&t^ hsKU erea liA tlt«ir Lie ! — 
!<■ BmTW ! — fts unto Earth — on; tokl 
YImw iitaeboods — blnspliemouslr hold ? — 
Jtait— «btl(>,thrDUg)i shuddering 77mv, swelled fre 
JteB thu too— the impious Boost, even be — 
Scat aouDdiDg through — the Etebnitt? — 
Slost Meo and Angela lend their ear, 
:^ach frontiess infamies to hear ? — 
Must Nature — the Elements — the Whole — 
Of which Great Truth was made the Soul — 
Echo, and spread the false — the wrong — 
That darkeneth from the lying tongue — 
Till all is ONE UNTHOTH displayed — 
And Falsehood frowns in might arrayed, 
I Cfciilion's new condition made ! — 
Iffo! — Hell alone hath heard — and Said !" — 
[Cut bade to triumph and rejoice — 
I With lifted hands and heart and voice, — 
FThe Nation yet, much disbelieved — 

uch dffuied itself betrayed — deceived- 
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To clieck those iiigli reports, and proud 
Came tales of terror deep — not loud. 
Unhinging all their hopes and trust — 
CastiDg their triumphs down to dust! — 

XX. 

Sacked towns and cities left a prey 
To dreadful Conflagration's sway, — 
Their country's consecrated aod 
By all the Invader's ariuies trod — 
Their own retreating from his Might, 
As in an ever-lengtliening flight, — 
Their ancient Battle-fields all stained 
Wilh blood, from native sources drained, — 
Their Altars and their Homes prophaned — 
These hints like snakes hissed round their hearts - 
Sorely each tortured bosom smarts — 
At length their smouldering rage and strong 
', Broke forth in tempests loud and long t — 
A voice of awful might is lent 
To this far-spreading Discontent! — 
The popular disirust outbreaks — 
And all around it, thrills and shakes — 
Rise murmurs hoarse to deafening sounds. 
Fierce clamouring — that o'erflow all bounds, 
The will of Millions is made known — 
" Down with the Stranger Leader 1 — down! — 
Have WH no warriors sage and brave? — 
A Russian siiall our Russia bavb!" — 
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XXI. 

For Koatoasoff these Millions call. 

Still damoaring for De Tolly's fidl, — 

1^ Czar grants what the Land requires — 

BLrdaj honi his high post retires — 

^iZ Lkf he planned — and well had wrought 

"^jh i**n asmcioos searching thought! — 

^•i- w^Id Imr^tience, ferering high — 

riLTi la^sa^ iiaell to Agony ! — 

Ajid whlMi chas speaks their phrenzied tongue, 

Hie People's inmost hearts seem wrung, — 

Bv raging Furies' hands of Fire, 

Till all is the Infinite of Ire ! — 

Barclay hath yielded his command. 

But yet forsakes he not the Land — 

Nor chafed with idle rage withdraws 

His skill and valour from Her Cause! — 

Nobly he bears with steadfast will — 

Reverses — wrongs — and trials still — 

And he who hath commanded all 

Knows well with dignity to fall ! 

XXIL 

He rises as he sinks, who shews 

His soul above Earth's weal or woes,— 

And takes revenge of loftiest kind— 

Not merely with exalted mind — 

Forgiving utterly his foes, 

liut heaping benefits on those 

Who bowed him under bitterest blows. 



THE MAIDEN OF MOSCO\V. 279 

Barclay De Tolly, from that hour, 

When he resigned the staff of power, 

A generous zeal did well display, — 

As prompt and ready to obey, 

As ever in command — to sway : — 

Obedience, too, is hard to learn 

By those — who, in their own high turn, 

Have ruled and governed, — hard to be 

Learned by deposed Authority ! — 

An art abstruse and difficult 

For those who did in Power exult ! — 

But faithful in high-hearted mood, 

By Koutousoff— the Expelled One stood ! — 

Stood to the last with bearing brave. 

To guard — to strengthen — and to save ! — 

Th' animadversions harsh and rude 

Of the inconsiderate multitude, 

Were surely checked by thoughts more just, — 

Of nice respect, and conscious trust ! 

XXIII. 

But all the Land is raging now 

For instant Battle! — high and low — 

Serfs — peasants — merchants — nobles — all — 

For BATTLE — instant battle — call ! — 

" Let France — proud France— or Russia — fall!- 

To arms! — IT SHOULD BE — AND IT SHALL ! " 

And *twere as madness to withstand * 

The aroused— incensed — determined Land, — 



Tift iii!ri-*i»ii>^L "zsHT . — cii£ "iuvmt 



n.ft *nfui£#tiiii. — loiL US wstsjsrr tarty 



Ant "iir.i. ir liairi- 'aft 

Ajii iiETiunr — laaimc i: &>£3vr, 
Tii» i.iffsiu. Tr:i:w i^ imx ere ied, — 



T:-»*ri BcaciiryiF'* -viat-^^md plain, — 
Tbifr Fa& ^tr sKire w^lL scatk in Tun ! — 
No oc??. a ma iLe »:sir3i? ere 
:?*a^. S3ra2 to 2>uurv i=r3s« vno fir, — 
Xo xctore iLall a^k u^e Horizon sdll 
For tifOSc, — tber cannoi check at will ! — 
Tfaer come lo rush on Battle's broil. 
To share stern Con£Ict's splendid toil, — 
To root tkemsthts to that dear soil. 
To blast or bear — to do or die, — 
Conquer or perish — gloriooslj! — 

XXIV. 

These tidings reached the Invader's ear, — 
Right welcome, too, — did such appear ! — 
To him shewed Battle's promise bright, 
As Land to weary seamen's sight ! — 
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a incident ere long did chance 
. That well confirmed the intelligence : — 
I A Kussian warrior — one who bears 
, The honoured flag of truce — appears ; — 
On some pretence he seeks the Foe, — 

i'Tis douhtleas but to sift and know 
The true state of the Invader's host ; 
His aspect breathes hut haughtiest boast, — 
Defiance darkles from his mien, 
' While Hatred in his glance is seen ; 
i They question him in careless way. 

And thus to the adverse listener say, — 
'; " 'Twist Wiazma and Old Moscow's gates, — 

What thwarts our March? — what yet awaits?"— 
I, Bursts thundering forth the fierce reply — 

i" Pultowa!" — brief answer — stern and high ! — 
Severely blunt, — and sternly brief, — 
I Till half-cowered hack each wondering chief! — 
Those savage tones — eo wild — and loud — 
Ev'n startled all that dauntless crowd ! — 
Grated with something like a fear, 
" Poltowa!" on even Napoleon's earl — 
That prompt, fierce answer — harsh and hold,— 
Even through Am mind deep-echoing rolled ! — 

XXV. 

Yet soon his heart throbbed mountain-high — 
The Conflict then, —at last, is nigh! — 
Without precaution they permit 
The Stranger, as he thinketh fit, 
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^ J -nc* is iwzL i5r«e tbocsteps bttck, 
3«*mi*fcwrjc M oift ixmer trmck ! — 
l^dy Jiiii le aceen obcained 
Tj 'ixisr 'itfski-^iTiarttn nnreatTanied, — 
1-^idv fxii jiiTanced posts passed, when he 
^emniid iqiul lis p aa cage free! — 
>'o ^TBiris ilon^ as path he met, — 
>o s«ncnei lad uc riderte ! — 
jcnngg 3i!^j^nce would all declare — 
>o w;uirawjni» — ao patroles were there ! — 
Sf^intfti :u ie^Diac these nice details. 
In p«iw^±r zhac <dll o «r all prerails, 
Hics^ M~ean;r5 or immortal scars — 
rbi.'isif Siuii««rs of an hondred wars ! — 
Lv.' ' — ciev an? girt on CTery side 
Wlci GiorrV triple mail of Pride, — 
ritfy An« thif jisi*AiLA5TS ! — they can well, 
i'j vV..;:5ciou* s:r«ngtb impregnable, — 
Atv ! — w\fil and loftily dispense 
^^ 'tbi such nio» careful diligence ! — 
To Kv^s^iA 'lis thev leave defence ! — 

m 

ItMan^r lurking near awaits, 

T<?n thousand Victories guard Their Gates ! — 

"115 such rash pride of long success 

That vot niav make those Glories less ! 

XXVI. 

Napoleon by a river stands — 
That shinuncreth bluely through the lands; — 
TImt river is the Gjatz, which flows — 
'Vliilo seems its motion all repose — 
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With tenderest sound — and smile — and gleaiu — 

Into the Wolga'fi mightier stream — 

There he — in Victor-Monarch 'a mood — ' 

Conqueror of many Rivers stood — 

Emotions full of proud Unrest 

Were blent, or wrestling in his breast — 

Himself as master hailed he there 

Of those unconscious waters fair; — 

That yet shall greet the old Asian clime — 

Dusk — strange — and gorgeous — and aublime!- 

He thrilled to think they haste to hear 

High tidings of his triumphs there! — 

The glory even his Presence guve. 

Like Treasure shrining in their wave — 

As though they rushed to tell his tale 

To other worlds — struck wonder-pale ! — 

His tale of Pride — Power — Strength — and Sway — 

To kingdoms of the opening Day — 

And the Ancient Empires in decay! 

XXVII. 
Now starts September into hirth. 
And much of beauty dies from Earth — 
'Twaa in her earliest days marched forth. 
From Gjatz, the Invaders of the North ! 
Murat pressed on some leagues before — 
His heart with stormy joy ran o'er — 
His breast — where strife's quick rapture reigned— 
The Batlle-business well contained ! — 
The coming Battle's business there. 
Was well rehearsed and acted fair! — 
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High Theatre of warlike Thought 

Was that proud breast, with passion fraught — i 

Triumph lo every pulse was taught I 

Ere long, vast clouds of Cossacks came — 

Clouds — whence seemed flashing tri- forked flaoi 

And round the Gallic columns' heads 

(Where high assurance towering treads) — 

Fluttered and flew — with fierce intent — ■ 

Chafing and harrying as they went! — 

The haughty King enraged beheld — 

Shall such wild daring not be qntlled? — 

Then — all resistlessly impelled — 

Dashed forward suddenly alone — 

Straight towards their line — the Undaunted On( 

Within a spear's length of them, then — 

While wondering stared these savage men — 

Halting — he reined his foaming steed — 

Checked in that tempest of bis speed, — 

With the ardour of his haste on fire — 

As kindling with his Master's ire ! — 

As though his Rider's storm of soul 

Raged through his veins with brave controul 1- 

xxviir. 



There stood the dreadless Warrior- Lord^q 
High brandishing his blinding sword! 
He stood before them — face to face- 
In circling Danger's pride of place, — 
And signed and motioned to them thei 
With such commanding port and air — i 
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Such awe-inspiring glance and gait, — 

Calm — as his will had force of Fate ; — 

That, wildered with the amazement, they, — 

Struck with strange trouble of dismay, 

Confess his soul-o'erruling sway,— 

And felling back, — at once obey! — 

With their barbaric leaders ail. 

Back at the imperious sign they fall ! — 

Though marvellous might seem to be 

Such feat of conquering gallantry — 

Such wild exploit of valorous might — 

Of venture — rash to phrenzy'e height — 

And crowned with full success aright! — 

'Twas well believed by all who heard — 

And scarce to them, — thus strange appeared ! — 

Those warriors — who had seen ^admired 

Hia deeds of daring zeal uniired, — 

All who bad e'er delighted gazed 

On those high deeds — o'erpowered — amazed — 

With faith implicit still received 

The tales of what Mtrat atchieved! — 

XXIX. 



1 boasting still red Victory's brand 
Acquaintance with his mighty hand ! — 
Hia high ascendant Valour bright — 
His rushing soul's exultant might, — 
The Indomitable zeal, that still 
Bore him along through good or ill — 
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SliH Bide him erenBorc appeir 
EMkriMd IB Okie's wtatagpktn]— 
Hm ^afaf imia, ti mattidess pride. 
IW «braHl flilair gme defied, — 
Wtfne^p^ Ifcsi like ht» port 
Ki Ihagm vddeft tknUeniDgs court — 
^^■^ a^iHliliNB hstres lent, 
•|> imH I I hvABent • — 

^y^^B-t»pM>d monarchic dress 

'* adorned excess — 
i«^ osrtike sumptuousness — 
h^fan^t shone eacli rare fold — 
id witfc broideries — rough with gold 4 
■d » draw the high siin down, 
■rite nvs one blinding crown, 
tmmp^ «rben (heir arrowj play 
i mpoa their shining wny, 
•0 ame spot, where all 
■ Hiiearlfaly splendours fall! — 



XXX. 

r Ok King his troops hath led, 
4««Jvr fair,— with measured tread, — 
• A«T. hv unexpected bar, 
fgttd in their proud progress are! — 
•at Oj*tx and Borodino's plain— 

k iho« brave columns strove to gain - 
■ ladileulf tho broad road lean — 
^og » » JcPP ravine ; — 
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Tbeti, — all as suddenly it rose. 

Where a vast platform did disclose 

Its breadth — thick-bristling o'er with foes! — ■ 

Defended 'twas by chosen bands. 

Through KoutouaofTs express commands. 

And fierce their slout resbtance proved, 

Ere from their strong position moved. 



XXXI. 

Twas on the Russians' Right engaged — 
The advanced guard of the Viceroy raged — 
And there, — though briefly, — had withstood 
The nnpolished ranks of Scythians rude 
The fiery charge against them made — 
(While matchless valour shone displayed! — ) 
By Ilaly's plumed chasseurs brave. 
That rushed like foamy-crested wave — 
Whose sweep the tempest's force contains, — 
On that wild foe their pride disdains ! — 
Awhile, there intermixed remained — 
The baltUng crowd — that strove and strained — 
The armed Multitude— together thrown 
Confusedly heaped — till France hath won ! — 
Since Italy's proud gain must be 
Her 'Vantage — and Her Victory! — 

xxxir. 

The Russians, vanquished, have retired — 
Brief while, the conquering troops respired — 
Then — o'er their blood-stained track — they passed— 
Then— followed the o'er-presaed Focmen fast- 
Toward old Kololskoi'e Abbey vast ; — 
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Those massy buildings' miglity pile — 
Out-glistering glowed with Sunlight's smile- 
Its tboneand coloured tites had caught 
The beams, as though willi rainbows wrought, - 
And brightly through ibe dust's light shrouds, 
That round the squadrons rose in clouds, 
[t Bhimmered fair with many a hue — 
A Fairy-Fabric to the view 1 — 
Yet solemn was its antique pride- 
While strongly stood it fortified,— 
Relique of the olden Gothic time. 
It raised its towery front sublime. 
Half Citadel — half Convent — shewn— 
For ragged were those ages flown — 
Even in the Abodes of Peace, wild War < 
Intruded oft bis godless jar! — - 
Even these, — in fortressed strength, did stand 
And frowned upon a frowning land t — 
Not at Kolotskoi paused the foe — 
His troops made (here no threatening show- 
Still onwards these, did hurrying go ! — 
Not there they made their stand — but pushed ■ 
Their march right on — and forward rushed- 
Still following them the French pressed on. 
And well their rapid way they won ! — 

XXXII!. 

Debouching soon fjom hamlet small, 
The advanced guard marked, where ravaged s 
The plains and fields of rye appeared — 
The corn was cut— the woods half cleared- 
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The villages left smoking round, — 

Dire havoc, on all sides, was found I — 

Doubtless, that battle-field they see 

Which waits for Them and Destiny! — 

The future Battle- Field designed 

By KoutouBofTs strong master-mind, — 

The woods and plains, — afar and near. 

Swarmed with wild, uncouth forms of fear; — 

Covered with Cossacks groaned the ground — 

They scoured and swept the country round ! — 

The Russian Riflemen were seen 

Where the intervals spread broad between 

Three hamleta — (glimpsed through thosedense crowds 

Of Cossacks — Earth-besprinkling clouds ! — ) 

The intervals intersected were 

By deep ravines and woods half bare ! — 

XXXIV. 
There came a stir — a joyous strife, 
A flush of fresh redoubled life, 
Throughout those ranks — whose proud display 
Lit all the glowing Light of Day ! — 
The Gallic ranks ! — that pausing here — 
Beheld their Sovereign -Captain near, — 
For suddenly appeared in sight 
Napoleon on the neighbouring height! — 
Thoughtful, — ihe country he surveys. 
With searchiug, comprehensive gaze. 
The horizon-overtaking glance,— 
Left nothing there to Doubt or Chance ; 
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His thoughts read clearly as they ran, — 
And nought escaped the Mighty Man ! — 
Plains — waverings — boundaries — changes — 
Lines — parts — and portions he discerns — 
AU obstacles — all helps — he leams! — 
At once these strongly seemed defined, — 
The Whole mapped out upon hia mind ! — 
His circiiu ambient thought hath bound 
In clear conception — all around ! — 
But those who bailed him as their Lord, 
Their Chieftain and their Prince adored, — 
The satellites of his great sway. 
The lesser lights of War's wild Day,— 
They gaze not round with anxious glance, 
Nor yet do thei/ leave ought to chance, — 
They need not search with earnest ken 
Ravines and rivers — wood and glen,-:— 
Nor peer along the Horizon's rim, — 
Enough! — they need but look on him ! — 



XXXV. 

'Vails not to tell in terms precise, — 
With long details minute and nice, 
The order observed on either side, — 
Or various ground they occupied ; 
Suffice it that the Russian Right, 
And Centre of their marshalled might, 
In front no added strength displayed — ■ ' 
No marked resistance there was made 1-^ 
But not 80 seemed to be their Left, 
Of aids additional hereft ; — 
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There sought they still with care profound. 

Each slight, chance 'vantage of the ground !— 

There, — frowniDg rose a dread Redoubt — 

Their weak side plainly pointing out! — 

A mighty work of warlike art, 

Proclaiming thus their frailest part — 

Since covered 'twas with such strict care. 

The accessible weak side was there! — 

This flanked the great highroad beside, — 

Flanked, too, of France the marshalled pride ! — 

Enough! — it shall not scatheless bide! — 

From the Emperor's mouth the Signal Word 

For its assault — at once was heard ! — 

The ruined villages — the woods — 

Where threatening Preparation broods — 

Were occupied without delay, — 

Opened the business of tlie Day ! — 

Upon the Lef^ and Centre see 

The army of fiery Italy ! 

Compana' Division — and withal — 

Murat's fine host beroical ! — 

The while appears upon the Right 

Proud Poniatowski's mustered might ; — 

Nobly these three great masses strove, 

And back on Borodino drove 

The Rear-guards of the Russian force — 

Destruction darkening in their course! — 

Concentrated — shall now unfold — 

The whole War's living Ocean, rolled 

On one fixed point— while fast advance, — 

The columned hosts of valiant France! 
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XXXVI. 

The Ruasians' first Redoubt appears — ' 

A Formidable Front it rears ; — 

But too detached — too distant fiir— 

Grave fault of fearful weight in war ! — 

It fronts their proud position, vrhence — 

Defending — gained it no Defence! — 

The ground — which ampler choice withheld— 

This insulated seat compelled — 

Rushed to the attack — with fervent zeal — 

Brave Compans, and his men of steel — 

Forth harbingered, by clang and shout, 

They dashed them 'gainst the doomed Redoubt Ifl 

Even at the bayonet's point 'tis ta'e; 

The Russians yet return — regain ! — 

Bagration— Reinforcements sent, 

And thus from the ardent vietora rent 

Their conquest — yet they stood — unbent ! — 

Once more their desperate zeal is shewn — 

And yet— once more — 'tis all their own ! — 

Three times the wavering Victory veered ! — 

At length proud France it crowned and cheered !— 

When afterwards, in triumph's mood, 

These gallant troops their Chief reviewed, 

" The Third Battalion ! — where?" — he cried — 

" Where doth the Third Battalion bide? — 

In Victory's recent flush of pride 1" — 

" In vok Redoubt!"— a voice replied! — 
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XXXVII. 
Still thickly swarmed the neighbouring wood 
With countless fuemen, unsubdued, 
Forth sallying thence, renewed they faat 
Their fierce attacks — this shall not last t — 
The shock, soon Schewardino bears 
Of Morand, with his vengeful spears, — 
Who well hia dreadful passage clears, — 
While Elliiia's woods confessed the might 
Of Poniatciwaki'a stormy Fight! — 
Such tempest ne'er hath rocked before 
Those woods, with wild terrific roar, — 
Bag ration's troops strove not again — 
Murat'a plumed Horsemen cleared the plain I— 
Twas said a Spanish Cohort well, — 
In bravery's strength invincible, — 
Contributed to Conquest's hour, 
Castile's old War-Soul woke in power ! — 
In every Spaniard's veins might seem. 
While lightening swept the impassioned stream, 
The liquid flame of Xeres' vine, — 
Heart-scorched by suns, — that shroudless shine ! — 
So gloriously their way they took — 
Nor once that victor's path forsook — 
They swept along — or dauntless stood — 
In tlie ecstasy of Valour's mood — 
Like some tossed wood, in stormy strife, — 
Shedding about thick Leaves of Life ! — 



CAXTO VIIL 




lii Jmw — dadav — d.MipeMC 
Wo>U-WakeMr!— Ma rfJii^ ■iiiil I 
Hov pMsal «kk tfactfaiiiftful boar*— 
PtiieJ Mt h» wM M|«iii ■! ■ood,— 
Ldid BoC k> ficxy SMn of Bkod.— 
Tk Strife anBht ctaad— &e ^Htck m^t o 
For bni Ocr oimms ao Pkne of PeMe!— 
Tbe Fight IS Ae^ad withoat — idlkU 
It dotb bat doidfier trinmpli win ! — 
No peace can be his bosom's gnest. 
No nptare of repose uid rest ! — 
Wbal seem^ bis Hundred-Empired Pride,— 
Millions emlwltaiUed at bis side. 
Command — Sway — Mastcir — far aod wide,- 
And Conquest's yet unbroken tide, — 
in the Hour to feverish Hope allied 1— 
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Raged inwardly his Soul ! — 
He might uprear — yet undepressed 
Red Glory's meteored m oun tain -crest ! — 
Wear Emiined Empire's jewelled vest, — 
See raonarchs kneel for his behest. 
His foot 'gainst their crowned foreheads pressed ! 
And seem The Chosen — and The Blessed- 
No peace — no bliss — his thoughts possessed, — 

In billowy tides they roll ! — 
"What hath he — in this troublous hour. 
While wages every thought in power — 

War, — hopeless ofcontroul! — 
What hath Ae?— Greatest of the Great! — 
Girt with unprecedented slate, — 
With Triumphs yet unmatched — elate ! — 
Boasting dread attributes, — as Fate, 
Should minioned to his mandates wait, — 

Nothing ! — if not the whole ! — 
What hast thou? — Lord of the outstretched Zones! — 
Conqueror of Earth's Time-stablished Ones ! — 
Thou — of the thousand thundering Thrones, 
Whose name shakes Heaven, with whirlwind tones — 

Who hold'Bt half Earth in thrall ?— 
Answer! — thou Wild Chaotic Mind ! — 
Thus rent and raging — wrung and blind, — 
Answer! — What hast thou? — feel and find ! — 

Nothing ! — since yet not all ! — 



II. 

The Emperor was encamped that night 
Behind Italia's host of might ! 



>ihnrbf%lit 



'Vk^prt «■ M AnpfaiihefttR, 
VKhk HiK an tfaooEuid wuddns bir,- 
3ifl Aalf glowB with steod&st glare 
V* «■■>■■> l^emicircle there! — 
KraifctfceibBpe in which these fires 
ViaKlfMMi — whh their iminmerDiu spires 1— 
4lta As MberlMad, those Ssmea that played 
■&■■ GiBia's wearied ranks «rere laid, 
Snci fc«*fc,—&int,— irregular ; — 
ttA fike mmte dood-o'ertaken star ! — 
fcscgalir, — and Etint, — and few, — 
Waverii^, sad weak, and wan ofbne! — 
Ijtte — and in ha$le — on the unknown ground 
Arriring — all things strange around, — 
:^cuit means, there — the oa tworn troops had found) 
The appliances were slight and spare. 
That served their sore-grudged comforts there I— 
Deepeneth the Night — and sudden n 
"Gan lower her stem, portentous broi 
jr ravening fly, 
e Anarchy! — 



Teapesi a 



Tai 



111. 



Tlrousb the old black woods tho wild winds go, 
Tbo roaring ptoes rock to and fro, — 
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Seized with some strange tempestuous life. 
Rehearsing desperate sbows of strife ! — 
Wild goblin groans they seem to send, — 
As those fierce blasts their pathways rend 
Throughtheawe-strucktrecs— that shadowy crowd- 
Now groans, — now bellowing shouts, — and loud ! — 
These earthwards bend their ruffled brows, — 
The Blackness stirs in all the boughs. 
The Darkness leaps, alive with all 
The Uproar that shakes his shadowy Pall ! — 
The sounds of Storm — and sounds of Night, — 
Loud as some army's March or Flight, — 
Make all the wild and restless Time 
Seem even immortal and sublime! — 
Hath not the Wind a kingly tone, 
Ab from the old buried ages flown? — 
Doth not its Voice seem chiming out. 
With strange unearthly deafening shout, — 
The Mysteries of the Lost— the Past,— 
That give such sound and sign at last? — 
As Death were stirring in his shroud, 
Uplifting the icy head long bowed. 
And with a hollow, rolling cry, 
Dirging out dimly, " Herb ah I !" — 



IV. 

Yea! — seems, while echoeth far and deep, 
The clamour of the wind's wild sweep ;— 
The Old Time recalled — to rise and reign — 
And live — and breathe — and move again! 
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Whatever Was — appears To Be — 

As though it reigned immortally ! 

Sound on! thou many-languaged blast — 

And tell us of the Unperished Past ! 

Tell, — where it waiteth dim and pale. 

To give yet in, its wond'roua tale !— 

Sound on ! — and tell us of the Loat, 

Of many a buried Conqueror's host ! — 

Of the ancient martyrdoms and chains — 

Of King-like Slaveries — Slave-like Reignel — >'! 

Of the exultations — the agonies — 

The strifes — the old deeds — that shook the ski 

Shake them again — Oh 1 blast of Nighl ! 

While thou repeatest them thus aright ! 

Search the air-stored archives of the Past, 

And drive them through our souls — Thou Blat 



The storm-tossed Pines rage on and roar, — 
Like huge waves dashed on rock-bound shorel 1 
The Wind! — the Wind! — he hath a voice — 
That well can mourn — despair — rejoice — 
And hark ! — a proud, triumphant thrill 
Seems running through its changes still — 
As though he bore some echo dim 
Of the old Supreme Creation-Hymn ! — 
Which lingering loads the conscious air, 
Till stirred up by his foolsteps there! — 
That Angel song — that wandering came — 
Full of the Eternal Maker's name ; 
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To greet the works of His dread hand — 
Shall the Universe not understand ? — 
Not hear and know by whom 'twas wroiight,- 
And keep the knowledge-hinta it caught ? — 
Till all the old Tablets of the Air 
Are written with ita memories fair! 
The mighty- rushing Wind is beard ! — 
It saith all things without a word ! — 
It turns our Thoughts to Voices all — 
They riae and speak — they thrill and call — 
And sounding — sounding through our souls — 
The billowy Tempeat-Anthem rolls! — 
The sounds of Storm— the sounds of Night — 
They rise like Prophet-tones of Might ; 
And deep, disturbing mystery lies 
In llie Under-strain's profundities ! — 
What said they — Conqueror! — to tbine ear — 
On that stern night of gloom and tear? — 
Say I — King of Myriads t — watching lone — 
What heaTtTst Thou in their solemn tone ? — 

VI. 

Formed round thy Tent— a faithful Band— 

Thy dauntless Warrior- Watchers stand! — 

TViere— none may enter to molest, — 

Who guards the Approaches of Thy Breast? — 

Who watches the Avenues of Thought?— 

A fearful train was surely brought — 

To awe — and startle — and dismay — 

Even Thee! — Oh! — Mightiest in thy Sway ! — 



•im 





LJ-^LJ- 



K OTb •• smmj,- 



Dc^ri 



^ktetfeAw!— 



or Deedi owe iUm—^^ (Aat— Their Owa!- 

WiU VMim-Vmits aftW ^b. 

Maatend E»A*$ MMter in Us m^ktl— 

Bwod — ^haJMl — aad as their 

Wbora not anited vorlda omU aid ! — 

The Qneller of tbe Ringdoitts stacxt 

In •oul-ftntagoniiiog mood ! — 

That wif-inquisiUMious glance, 

Could bind bim in such tnmmetled Trance ! 
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VII. 



Not banded Nations in their pride, 
Were such now arming at hie side — 
Could save him from that Power of Powers, 
The soul — that ruled through those strong hours! — 
He feels that soul — which standeth forth — 
And chides him — Tyrant of the Earth ! — 
He hears his Thoughts ! — and like a child, 
The Armed Titan owns those Teachers wild ! — 
Titan op thrones ! — piled mountains-high ! — 
Towering and towering — 'gainst the sky! — 
For such ! — Napoleon ! — such thou art — 
Man of the Victory-maddening heart! — 
That still THYSELF liest grovelling low — 
Because no soaring soul hast thou ! — 
The height of Pride— the height of Place- 
Made guerdon of thj glorying Chase — 
Still, liest thou at the Ladder's base !— 
Earth-bound — Earth -grovelling — day by day. 
And soldered down with Living Clay ! — 
Dominion would exalt Its head, — 
'n pride, on high, — austere and dread ! — 
But Selfishness can nothing trust, — 
Save still she cling — even dust to dust !^ 
Shalt Thou,— high Titan ! — to the sky, 
For steps heave Thrones on Thrones on high ! — 
Nor mount thyself, — nor deign to use 
e privilege thou dar'st abuse ! — 
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Thou may'st exalt thy Sway — thy State — 
Thou dar'st not rise up to be great ! — ■ 
Afraid art thou of being free. 
From foul Ambition's Tyranny ! — 
Afraid of mounting — soaring high — 
Leet each loved dust-divinity — 
The Idols of thy whole worship shew 
Their very nothingness below ! — 
Still shadows of himself are they — 
Ashes — and Earthliness — and Clayl 
Pride— pomp — and vanity, and more, 
Mortalities that cannot soar ! — 



VIII. 
Therefore would he still house beneath 
With These — and Changefulness, — and Death,- 
With these, — where half concealed they dwell, 
Shrouded in Earth's gloom deeply well, 
Did he upapring from low desires — 
And all Ambition's Worst inspires — 
And from such Height, fling one pure ray, 
Down on those pettier toys of sway, 
Their Soullessness should melt away ! — 
And he— reproved — his choice, should know 
Had been The Little and The Low ! — 
Therefore he foUoweth ill his Fate — 
Nor takes its holy hint, — " be qrbat!' — 
Still grasping the outward Forms and Shows-a 
Still gaining, thus — alone lo lose ! — 
Best loving all the Vain — the Vile — 
And turning from Tue Thue — the while! — 
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Opened the path — the way outspread — 
He lifts the ceown — but bows the head! — 
And shewn the guerdon — shewn the goal — 
He bcilde the throne — to bend the Soul!— 



IX. 

The heavy night is almost past — 

But still her shroud round all is cast — 

The fir-trees creak, and toss, and groan, 

Heaved on their houghs doth quake thy throne, 

Old Darkness! — desolate — and lone — 

While charioted thou seem'st to go, 

Where howling maniac storm-winds hlow 

Their clanging trumpets, fast and free. 

Loud as Heaven's Angel Alchemy, 

When her bright ranks armed — winged — and crowned — 

Wake with sunned lips the upstartHng sound! — 

The heavy Night is almost done. 

But comes a Morn without a Sun — 

The rain beats down into the gloom, 

Which, like a wild-lashed Deep, doth boom. 

And rolls — as 'twere a mighty Cloud, 

With death, and doubt, and terror bowed. 

Weep it away ! — Ye rains ! — that full 

Like tears from eyes angelical — 

Dropping adown from light on high — 

The living fountains of the sky — 

Not from a cloud sent rushing fast — 

Seem'st thou — to pour through air aghast — 

Oh ! — Rain!— on earth's cold forehead cast — 
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Bot in such Clood — Bince all seems massed 
Id one portentous Gloom — at last ! — 
No I — irilder poors tiie hissing rain — 
No Heareiily tears for Earthly pain ! — 
For all the horrora that are near. 
Gathering the mysteries of their fear l-< 
The arrovy min drives o'er its path-^ j 
And adds but furious TFrath to wrath ! — 



X. 

At last the storm hath died away, 
Slow come the footsteps of the Day. 
Yellow September seeth shine 
Her Sixth Mom o'er the horiaon's line ; 
Up rise the soldiers, wan and cold. 
The midnight storm so sternly rolled. 
Their bivouack tires of cheering light, 
Well-nigh extinguished in the night. — 
Up rose they — cold and wan — hut yet 
Fall soon their sufferings they foi^et, 
When smiles before each anxious eye 
The gracious morning in the sky ! — 
Napoleon, — roused with the earliest da 
From harbouring tents, hath pleased, withdrawn- 
Prom Heights to Heights his way he took. 
Far gazing round, with searching look, 
Along the whole stern front of Pride 
Of RuBflia's Armies, vast and wide !- 
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XL 

O'er many an Eminence's head, — 

In mightiest Semicircle spread, 

Those hostile forces of the foe — 

CoTering full two feir leagues I trow — 

From the Moakowa continuous went, 

Imposing in this wide extent, — 

To the old highroad that led — proud thought!— 

Toward Moscow — long desired — and sought! — 

Bordered the Kologha their Right — 

From where that river checked its 6ight 

In Moskowa's stream — to where beyond — 

Bleak Borodino's huts were conned ; — 

Their Centre, — that from Gorcka led. 

To Semmonowska's hamlet spread, — 

The salient part of all their line 

Appeared — by many a certain sign ! — 

Their Left and Right— the Emperor's eye 

Observed — receded visibly — 

Rendered the Kologha their Right 

Approacbless to the hostile might ! — 

For off — and skreened fiom all access — 

This threatened little — promised leas! — 



XII. 

A sharp projection meets big view — 

More neighbouring — and more dangerous too — 

And this his glance hath told him true— 



5D6 the MAWfEs ow mo&com. 



Wjiind a ^a^ nrxDe 6cA boand, 

War^fi lixreMXeBODs Tenvn rWwtWJ its peik« 

Ssen-loirernkg from tkose •"—■*■ bleak, — 

From GoarkM — ''tkiliett — and from Tbenee- 

Far bim, dcoii Saaoa's Hoit oofluaoiee!^- 

Jht poasx of in fteep height revealed, 

O'er-lDokfid <dd BorodiDo s FieU, 

ScrcmgiT eatreached — its loAj crest 

I>e£aaee aad Defesee expressed ! — 

iOsi learing BorodinQ— there 

UpcHmbed the hishroad — broad and fiur — ) 

A sepaimte work apon the right. 

Of Russians oeotre to the sight. 

This bulwarked point appeared to be— 

Of this, too, — ^*twas the extremi^ — 

Rose a detiched Hill on its left — 

And not of M^faty Works bereft-— 

Commanded this, the whole wide plain, 

Right strong to menace and maintain !•<— 

A dread redonbt anst^relj crowned 

That bold and elevated ground — 

There thzeateninglj the cannons frowned 1-^ 

XIII. 

In front, and on its right, anear, 
The murmuring Kologha flowed clear ; 
Its left inclined, where the eye descried 
A table-land — full long and wide,— 
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Whose foot plunged deep in a ravine, 

That frowniiig — stretched along the scene; 

Out-hrflnching from the nobler stream 

This miry, niarahy hollow came! 

The crest of that high land — thick-lined 

With Foes — receded and declined. 

And lowered as towards the left it ran 

In the great army's threatening van! — 

There gradnally it rose, — even where 

Thick clouds of smoke obscured the air, 

From Semmonowska's cabinned Fold, 

Whose ruined heaps not yet grew cold ! — 

'Twas this conspicuous point of land 

That finished Barclay's broad command 1 

The Russians' centre, too, ceased there, — 

A Battery strong and stern it bare ; 

By deep entrenchments 'twas secured, — 

Well was the post fenced — skreened — assured !— 

The left wing of the Russians spread 

From thence — by brave Bagration led! — 

The less exalted ground — that day 

It occupied — sloped soft away 

Receding smoothly— more and more — 

(By those thronged troops thus covered u'er — ) 

In gradual undulations still, — 

A long declining wave of hill. 

Towards where Utitza's hamlet stood,— 

£re sank in tlames its sheds of wood ; 

Just on the Old Moscow road 't was placed, 

And there the Field of Battle ceased ! — 
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XIV. 

Armed with redoabts, two hills arose. 

Strong for protection of the foes ; 

Well marking out Bagration's front, — 

Mighty to hrook the Battle's brant ! 

These hills diagonally bore 

Upon the entrenchments — that before 

Well-guarded Semmonowska frowned — 

Which flanked them, — strengthening much their groand 

From Semmonowska to the wood, 

That near Utitza's ruins stood. 

An interval appeared to the eye 

Of some twelve hundred paces nigh : 

The waverings of the ground compelled 

The disposition thus beheld ; — 

To suit the shrewd Commander's views — 

This Wing — compelled him — to refuse ; — 

While here commenced that broad Ravine^ — 

Whose muddy stream flowed thick, and green — 

That, which beneath the centre seen 

Of yon high table-land yawned deep, — 

But here its banks shewed little steep ; — 

These sloped with mild decliyity, — 

And far those summits that might be 

(As straight the experienced eye could see, — 
Straight — straight the unslumbering sense could tell—) 

For dread artillery suited well ! — 

XV. 

Seemed most accessible this side ! — 
Since the armed Redoubt late occupied 
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By Russians, now was France's pride — 
No more the approach its strength defied ! — 
Here, well Napoleon guessed, I trow. 
Ends not the left wing of the Foe! 
He knows behind yon Wood of Pine 
Runs of the Old Moscow road, the line — 
(Tbat Wood which sweeps from this redoubt 
Toward that — which seemelh to mark out 
The end of the Russians' line of might, 
Stretched wide before the Conqueror's sight, — ) 
The Old Road sweeps round — in full fair course, 
The left wing of the Foeman'a Force, 
And passing on behind their host — 
Not to his mental vision lost — 
In front of Mojaisk pointing then 
Joins the New Moscow track again, — 
This, judged he, must be occupied — 
By those who now his Powers defied ! — 
The Experienced Mind did well decide! — 
Tutchkoff, — at the entrance of a wood, — 
Athwart it with his warriors stood, — 
Covered by two fair Heights was he. 
Thick-bristling with Artillery ! — 

XVI. 
Little of this still the Emperor deemed — 
O'er things of mightier weight be dreamed — 
Of small account, — in sooth, it seemed ; 
Since, 'twist the corps detached placed there, 
(In gallant martial order fair — ) 
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And KuBsia's last Redoobt appear, — 

Perchance — eiz hundred fathoms clear!— 

A covered groimd withal — even bo, — 

Slight Bcathe should chance from Ihis brave Foe !— 

Should France not straight commence the fight^ 

By iast o'erpowering Tutchkoff's might — 

They well might occupy it — pase, 

Twixt him and Ma collected mass, 

And staunch Bagration'e last redoubt, — 

Scattering dismay and dread about t 

Then take in flank the Foe's left wiog, — 

Still seemed tfaiB all a dubious thing! — ■ 

The Mighty Soldier's piercing eye 

Sought vainly, farther on to pry ; — 

The advanced posts of the Rugsiana still — 

And dark deep woods — sore 'gainst his will 

The approach he wished — forbade — and drew \ 

A curtain dense before his view ! 

xvn. 

Sheathed — sank the lightnings of his glaneel— 

And closed was his recognisance! — 

Exclaimed he ae he passed from thence — 

With earnest energy intense — 

" It is The Right that must commence 1 — 

Eugene shall be the pivot good ! — 

Then — favoured by yon sheltering wood. 

Soon, as falls conquered by our Right, 

Yon stern redoubt of threatening might — 

This, instant to the left, must make 

Its movement — Aye! — its course must take— I 
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So, as upon the Russians' Flank 
To march — and drive them rank by rank- 
Thus sweep artillery, — foot and horse — 
Sweep their whole Army's gathered force 
Back on their Right without resource ! — 
Even where yon river rolls ita course !" 
The anticipated triumphs beam 
From his keen eye with aunbright gleam ; 
This general plan sketched out — conceived — 
From vast weight seemed his mind relieved I 
To all details with this allied, 
Strictly his thoughts their strengtlis applied! — 
Commenced in the Hours, when day-beams flee 
The approaching Night — raised fair and free— 
Fast formed — fast finished — Batteries three 
'Gainst yon Redoubts shall 'stablished he ! — 
Their left by two must straight be faced — 
The third before their centre placed ! 

XVIII. 

At day-dawn Poniatowski's host, — 
Sore 'minished 'twas hy slain and lost ! — 
Shall by Smolensk's old road advance ; 
And turn the wood where resteth France 
Her right wing — and the Muscovite 
His left ! — Even thus shall it aright — 
Harrying the foe — flank Gallia's might! — 
All shall await unmoved around 
Of this FiRBT SHOCK.— the opening sound !— 
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t shots and first — 
r*i Might shall BtiBET!— 
o'erpowering smy,— 
Tongaloeg iti ilapeimte way ! — 
WUe btt Ae irtoitBJii^ tbuiulers play ! — 
EfJnwhta and Banki — opposed in rain — 
Rirao — nked — and sondered shall remain ! 
Cleft — opeeed, aD — far the onward course 
Of France — and Her victonoas Force ! — 
Daronst and Ney shall rash allied. 
Far in tboie vawning gaps epread wide — 
Janot, sapporting the«« — with all 
Westphalia eeoAs to aid the Gaol •— 
Hant too, — ^he — the unchecked — the free — 
With hk BeMStless Cavalry !— 
And last, ?iAFOLBO'i — dreaded nahb! — 
Wiib his choice troops of flame and fame ! — 
Hb glorious gnards — that never bowed! — 
Red Battle's pillared Etrength avowed 1 
Napolsos — shall triamphant come — 
Uts Siadow — deathl^his Presence — doom t — 

XIX. 
'Gainst those two strong redoubts displayed, 
Tlieir first fierce efforts shall be made! — 
lliese vanquished — they sboald pierce, elate — 
And conqaering, plunge, and penetrate, 
Mugh all that hostile army straight ! — 
tich, thenceforth, — shattered — spent — half-crushi 
D more should etrive — where triumph rushed [- 
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Its Right and Centi-c cleft and torn — 

By fierce, resistless strength o'erbome — 

Should lie uncovered to the Foe, 

Well-nigh hemmed in — full soon brought low! 

Still — as the Russians struck the sight, 

In Masses of redoubled Might, 

Thronged, on their centre and their right — 

(Threateniug the important road that leads 

Toward Moscow — where Expectance treads ! — 

For Gaul's Grand Army the only line 

Of operations deep and fine! — ) 

And as — in throwing boldly thus 

Even his chief force adventurous — 

Himself too, — on the Russians' left, — 

(He YET might struggle wrung and reft!) — 

The Kologha was placed between 

Himself — and that proud Causeway's scene !- 

The only path for his Retreat, 

Should he yet learn to rue defeat ! — 

He purposed to augment at length, 

The army of Italy's proud strength, 

Which occupied this road — and willed 

Davoust should two divisions yield — 

To serve — with these brave forces joined — 

With Grouchy's Cavalry combined ! — 



XX. 

He frames still many a fresh device — 
Still start bis schemes to forms precise!' 
Shall one Division well suffice — 
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Selected from Itslm's fiwee, 

JotDcd with Onano'9 tmape of bone — 

BttTBiis'B caTmlrj, witfasl, — 

To eoTo- kk Left Flaak— d>u all 

Is weighed wilfa jadgnent eritial — 

Sadi were his plans— his views were soeh — 

Ifott, the wished goal be seemed to toach! — 

He lingered yet — once more to gaze 

O'er that proad Battle-Scenery's m&z« — 

From BoKODtxo's Heights he took — 

A last, long, keenly-searching look— 

A final and a fresh surrey — 

Ere yet he back retraced his way ! — 



XXI. 

His parting glance pierced far and wide — 
When 9oagbt Davoust the Monarch's side — 
With the ardent look of hopeful cheer. 
He prayed awhile the Emperor's ear, — 
Implored him, — under his command — 
To place a vast and mighty Band, — 
With Poniatowski's force combined — 
(Too weak, save thus, with others joined — 
To shake their Foe — in streDgfh enshrined! — ) 
r^ext day should these in motion see ! — 
Urged 'gEunst that well-placed Enemy ! — 
The last faint shades of favouring night. 
Should shroud their stealthy march from sight, 
Withal, the wood, — that did support 
The Foe's left wing, they thus should court — 
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(And trust to its Umbrageous Skreen 

To fence them from espial keen — ) 

Beyond which purposed he to pass. 

With his o'erpowering warlike mass, — 

Followiug the old road that leadeth straight. 

Toward Moscow's walls of strength and state, — 

Forth issuing from Smolenako's gate; — 

Then by manceuvre swift, should he 

Deploy in haate, — full suddenly, 

His forty thousand French and Polea^ 

(Like the ocean, when upronsed, it rolls — ) 

Full on the Flank, — and in the Rear — 

Of that left wing — Amazement, — Fear, — 

And Ruin, — scattering far and near! — 

Strange fierce confusion — spreading wide — 

The while attacked— and occupied — 

By Gaul's Great Chief — and destined there 

The general onset's shock to bear — 

Should be the hostile Armies' Front — 

Thus brooking the opening battle's brunt! — 

Then "scattering havoc dire about. 

Despite resistance, — stem and stout, — 

Fast from Redoubt unto Redoubt — 

Reserve unto Reserve — should he 

March on unchecked — triumphantly!— 

Make all succumb along his way — 

And seize the Acknowledged Victor's sway ! — 

Sweep all o'erpowered, from left to right. 

In mad destruction — hopeless flight — 
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On that great road that leadeth where 
Mojaisk displays her turrets ftir! — 
And Victorj'9 Tenfold Triumphs share !— 

xxir. 



So should the long-drawn strife be o'er — 
The battle thus should rage no more — 
The Russian Powers — tlic Strife sLould be 
Swallowed in one Vast Victory ! — 
Yea! — thus should set pale Russia's star, — 
Fall — crashed ben eat )i the Conqueror's car. 
Her Hosts— Her Battle— and the War !— 
Tbat stroke should blast, and scatter far ! — 

XXIII. 

One moment seemed Napoleon's face 
The tablet — where great thoughts their tjBoe 
Stamped deep — and sway dim>sbA(Iowing woo- 
Like Spots upon a living bvv ! — 
Before the vision, then a veil. 
Dropped coldly o'er those features pale, — 
But in their Awful Paleness br%ht. 
With Soul- Bom myslerv of all light!— 
Answered he brief — " >'o! — sot — xottbts! 
Too rash webs this — too WAitABDOcsl*-^ 
lie said— for farther word euyed not — 
But turned abniptlj Crooi the spot! — 
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XXIV. 
How calm ia all — how hushed aaii still — 
O'er wood,— and plaiu,^and bulwarked hill!— 
You hear the river's slumberous sound, 
Soft chiming through that hush profound. 
You hear the leaves — that scarcely play, — 
Save where eome light bird wings its way. 
And gently flies from spray to spray, — 
And starts to song — a short faint strain ! — 
They thrill — and then grow sliU again ! — 
The gracious quiet is so deep — 
Seema Nature tranced in some sweet sleep, 
And stirring but as Dreamers stir — 
(As is't with them, — so is't with her! — ) 
When teoderest visions minister 
To slumber's bliss of solemn calm, 
And all is peace, and rest, and balm ! — 
Yes! Nature seemeth far and wide. 
Breathless as One Beatified! — 
Deluged and druuk with deep repose 
To her profouudest heart that flows, — 
And even as 'twere o erborne — oppressed. 
By the over-rapture of her rest t — 

XXV. 

An hour is this for Lovers' dreams ! — 
To young De Courcy such it seems, 
To Moscow now his thought he turns — . 
The expectancy within him burns ! — 
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'Mid Moscow's proud Anguetati totters, ' 
Chance, yet may bloom hia flower ofSoifait,^' 
He minds full well, the Father eaid, i 

Ere yet from fallen Smolensk they fled ; — 
That Moscow— nurse of Ruesia's race 
Of Princes — was their Native Place- 
Moscow — the metropolitan I — 
The blessed of Heaven — the loved of Mfco— 
The crowning City of the Land — 
Girt round with mastery and command — 
The Queen enthroned 'mid toner and dos^aaar i 
Old Moscow was their Hold and Home h^^di sm 



XXVI. 

Listen ! — another aonnd is heard ! — 
U't of soft leaves and waters stirred? — 
Continuously it seems to flow, 
And less observed it spreadeth so, — 
While fall unbroken on the ear, 
(Which thus forgets lo heed and bear! — ) 
Those echoed mntterings — far and near! — 
I^Yjr — that Other Sonnd is heard— ■ i 

And U't of leaves and waters stirrwl ? — 
No!— Sullen o'er those Bat tie-Grounds 
Hrood Pn?i«vralion*s measured sounds ! — 
With no slight fends— no partial strife-^ 
That hour, of solemn mood, was tife— ' •'■ 
No brotU — no bickprtncfs— came to break 
Till' Pau«tf thoK Two (jmmi Armies make — 
Tho Pt-Hcp — mftre deep — more touching for — < 
i)n Ihi' ('djio. and point, and brink of war!— 



THE MAIDEN OF MOSCOW. 319 

Too Boon that Time is speeding od .ttoMbtM' 

When all shall be decided ! — done! ,■> .nMfmO 

Wherefore inflict, — ere this rlae free, — ti 

Wanton and wasteful injury ? — 
Wherefore anticipate that Houh, i 

So near — bo dread — bo full of power? — t-aniiH "Ut 
Pluck not chance graina with curious handyvrKui >!/ 
When Harvest soon shall load the land lu- 
shed not Fate's brackish drops around — 
When conies — with conquering Strength and Sound, 
Her whole Great Sea to mock its bound l^^^^jj 9,1 1' 
Silent those mighty hosts remain ,iMtM M<l 

Thronged on the broad and Peaceful Plain,— 
Peaceful — though all War's signs of wrath 
Outspread along its breast it hatli I — 

XXVII. 

Still seem those gathered Hosts! — as still 

As Nature, ere She start and thrill 

To some great Giant Tempest's burst, 

The fiercest — wildest — and the worst I 1 

For chained down like a prisoned thing, 

She waits till lashed by that strong wing! — 

Then She that was One calm — so deep, 1 

Her moving Worlds seemed fallen asleepcnn lijiH 

Or made but Silent Spheres of Death, mi-.ff mAT 

Unconscious all of Life or Breath I — 

Grows all a Madness — a Despair, 1 

On Earth disturbed — and anguished air! — 

■"■ " to innit iiiin .itiioq ftun ,<5j)li9 9ifi 1' 
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P»le Enrth is thrilled by Wrath and Woe. 
Her heart seems swin^ng to and fro ; 
Her trees rock — bend — now eeen — iiow19M,t<v •• 
As thongb ten thousand arms the tossed ,1 >■ -.nf| 
In passionate plirenzy toward iheektefl, . r\ •.• gV 
And sought from her great roots lo rise ! -tsU 

Her mountainsi^raked by rushing clouds, 'ff 

Now snatch — now shifl — pale-changing shrouds^H^ 
Her Soiil^her Life seeme gasping there, , . t 

Dying through the agonizing Air ; -r) 

You look to see Earth's fragments strown — ,/i_ 

Spread far o'er space — rent — split — andooel-i-.A 
Even eii the Peacc^before the Strife — ■ .a 

Liingiiislied along that World of Life — 1 // 

Even so — when ouce the charm is done — ./. 

ShuU Fury's worst o'erwbelm and stun ! — 17 

XXVIIl. 
Through the French army's ranks BO atillf 1, .iH' 
Sudden there I'an a hurrying tlirill; ." 

\'et Quiet still preserved her pari — 
It was a tuniuU of the Heart! 
The Mind was ujoveil — the Soul was stirred — ■ 
tiuch stir as is nor seen nor heard,' — ,^ 

Their Kmpcror's Proclamation 'twas , . jt 

Thtil ihvn from heart to heart did pass In-., „ , 
And ihne tlm appeal — rhe atl-powflriu]-:-nut, - ■• 
Which mudu ihowe hosts, aa one strong man I — |' 



THE MAlDENf OF MOSCOW. 3iil 

-ao'tf hiTB liSKi'^ yd iwiirtiir s flrrajl iii«4 
; iinl htm AA j « ^iiiw» annMH itiKnil ■>«() 
" SoLDiBBS !— that Battle ye so long ,11 

Have sought — with HtrcDuoits hope aiid strong— /i 
That Battls now before yo see ! — _ il 

Hangs on yourselves THE Victory!^' i'I^ju'?"" '"iA 
We heed it! — tbns shall we be blest lainoom nil 
With sheltep — peace — abundance — re8tj»4uii« *.iXI 
And all these blessings to enhance, n' - inH 

Brigbt hopes of prompt return to Fra»c«I^— .inytl 
Act B3 at AuBTKBLiTJi ye did !— - f 

As pRtSDLAND's stofnis of Strife aiuid !— iK 

Behave as ye before behaved, ' I 

When near Witepsk the Foe ye bravedl — kI 

As at Smolensk — where, crushed and bowed, ( 
The Hostile Powers — the unwarned and proud — 
Full tremblingly your might avowed 1 — 
So shall the last Posterity 
The admirers of your valour be I 
Nations shall celebrala your name, 
And Generations sound your fame! — ' 

All tongues, with thrilling tones, shail say — ' 
Remembering this moiaetitous day— ' ' 

All tongues shall cry, ' He too was there t — "' 
Hb, too, claimed hU immortal share 
In that Grkat Battle, high amd hauqht, ' 
Beneath the Old walls of Moscow poduht I^-^ 
That Mighty Battle! — fought befohb ' 

The OLD WALLS OF Moscow's Pridb — OP yobs!'" — 
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■ 


And Europe's victors heard ! — snd well 


,,.3 


The ITnconquered and the Invincible 


- ^« 


Ere long with deathless deeds replied 


.,,1 


To that appeal— felt far and wide I— 


1. 
ll 


XXX. 


"= ' 1 


Meanwhile in RasEia's camps behold 


..i 


A scene of sacred pomp unrolled ! — 


■•■' i 


Napoleon there, himself could see 


' 1 


Some mighty movement spreading free; 


' 1 


But strange to him had snrely been 


,1 1 


The nearer view of that deep scene ! — 


.! 


The whole of Russia's army vast — 


T 


The United Host, from first to last- 


ti 


Stood there, — drawn up and under arms, 


..> 


Peace-rapt 'mid rugged War's alarms!— 


1 


He, who did that great host command, 


..■S 


Full in the midst then took his stand. 


' 


Surrounded close on every side 


■' 


By hallowed pomp and martial pride !— 


II 


Then crowned Religion spread forth there 


i 


Her solemn ceremonials feir! 


V 


Her missioned ministers displayed 


r J 


Her gracious rites — while thousands prayed ! - 


r 1 


XXXI. 


'■ \ 


The Priests and the Archimandrites stood, 


X \ 


Uproused to Inspiration's mood ! 


..A ; 


Their sweeping robes far glistening spread, 


-d' ' 


^^^Vf^ strange magnificence and dread, 


■Ml 


^^^^■jj^ 


liJ.'M 
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Deepening and lingering on the sight ,l ' 
As with a gorgeous weight of light ! ^ ,-f. 
Loading with many a ponderous fold ,, . _^ 
(Blazoned and bathed with burning gold|--^,.j^ . 
The illumined ground— the quivering air — 
Such wond'rous splendours bickered there, — 


Such jewelled sumptuouaness of show 


^,M 


Set all that ground and air aglow ! 
Religion's high insignia all 
Bearing, — they moved majeatieal! — 
In proud procession, slow and long. 


~ t. 
r 


They passed before the reverent throng. 
Then raised all the honoured symbols high — 




Before each rapt enlightened eye — 
Of that Religion — whose appeal 
Now trebly fired the Patriot's zeal! — 


■'"T 


Forth shone in clear conspicuous place 
That holiest Image of all grace — 
Smolensko's Patroness of yore, 


■'' 


Which sacrilegious hands forbore ! — 


,n 


For tbey averred when Havoc reigned— „„„^ ^^^jy 
When hideous siege Smolensk sustained^ .rm^lo* mU 
This Image blessed, waa uiiprophaned ! — , , ,n 
Miraculously saved from those, . |[ 
The accursed —and stained — and impious Foes 1 — ^ 


Those legions of unhallowed France 




Then turned aside their godless glance — ^(s^*! 
And checked upon their furious path. 




Their desecrating steps of wrath — 
Where that high Holiness was seen 


. i 1 
1. /; 


With bright and beatific mien ! 






L,, 
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The aseembled soldiery right well 

Hailed that Heaven-hallowed spectacle! 

Their kindling eyes their thoughts attest — 

Their firm lips — rigidly compreseed — 

The fluttering brow — the labouring breaet — 

The emotions of thpir minda confcBBed ! 

Lo! — the upraised rouiitenances all. 

On which the outglanciug sunbeams fall — 

Were brightened with the enthusiast Ray, 

Which only from the soul can play! 

And this — this keen Celestial Flame — 

Made those mid-suiihearus cold and tame ; — 

Tame, dim, and pallid in compare — 

It shone! — the Sun was shadow there! 

As stars grow where he shines afar, — 

The aroused soul beams — ^a crowning star ! 

The RuHsian Leader gladly saw 

Their zeal — their ardour — aud their awe; 

And ere these cooled within the breast, 

That marsJialled concourse he addressed ! 

The enkindling hopes he fanned — inflamed — 

Stirred the ronsed eoergies — tlie untamed ; — 

And lashed the awakened storm's wild might, 

To fiercer sweep and nobler flight \ 

His words rushed forth to sway — convince — 

With 'wildering oartliquakp-doqucnce! 

To iheir profoundest hearis they thrilled — 

Their minds he moved as e'en he willed ! 
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Their biliowing bosoms swelled o'erfraught 

With the ardours of terrific thought! 

Their deep souls woke with wond'rous power, 

In that unutterable hour! — 

And — stirred and roused with rage and scorn — 

Rose — ixise — as from their roots uptom — -'" i 

As wrenched apart — and upwards borne! — "'''t 

Like loosened mountainH heaved and hurled — 

Self-heaped into a loftier World ! — 

Heightened and heaped — till towering near, 

The arched Heavens — a new, more soaring sphere ! 

Themselves up-piling — till they climb 
Thus, to a prouder Earth sublime! — 
Nay! — rather fiom Her entrails riven — 
Even to another glorious Heaven I — 

XXXIII. "'^ 



And he had argument to make — 

Man's spirit to its centre shake! 

A kingly argument and high, 

To madden roused Mortality ! 

And well iheir lightning-thoughts he swayed — 

And well unto their eyes pourtrayed ""■'" 

Their stern — dread — high Position there — 

And ui^ed them still to do and dare — 

And prove (that thought was Life — Light — Air!) 

Their Land's Deliverers from Despair I — 

"Arm!— arm — Deliverers! — do the Deedl-^j '' 

And serve your trusting Counrry's need 1 



It 



Ai 
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To Ye she looks!— on Ye b1i« callal— 


., 1 


Save from U»e chain that half enUiralU ; 


'« 1 


For even the chain that dares to threar. 


^1 


But Tieioned far and faintly yet — 


■ A 


Can gall with sore and wringing smart, 


i.-Y 


The proud, free Patriot's sentieat heart! 


.■>^ 


Its very shadow is a sting, 


-ria 


Thai aharply stern— can wound and wring ! 


,,M 


Up! — for your Living and your Dead! — 


•s 


The air you breathe — the ground you tread ! — 


A 


Your Fathers— slumbering in their Fame! — 


)(i 


For the uuborn Bearers of your Name! 


.- 


For all thlnga fair and holy here. 


ilA 


All venerable things and dear 1 


• It 


For all thinga — strengthening Heart and Will,- 


-A J 


From an Hereafter holier stilt I — 


.A 1 


For the honoured Memories that command 


■' \ 


The reverence of the generous Land— 


IT 1 


And more — the Hopes that kindle higher— 


.nl' 


The immortal soul'a own eacred fire !— 




For tomb and fortress— tower and spire ! — 


,, i 


Your Shrines — your Altars — Creed — and Laws 


m 


Bind on the Armour of your Cause! 


,L1 


Brace on your towering Helm of Right— 


.11 


Then — then, shall quail the Invaders' might — , 


•IT 


Daziled to death before your sight! — 


nil 

.01 


XXXIV. 




"Let Vengeance— virtuous Vengeance — steel 




Your hearts — where 'twere a crime to feel!— 


m 
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Where 'twere a crime to pity those — 




Who— leagued Trith demons — stand your foesl 


.j# 


Let your sacked smouldering cities rise, 


:0? 


And dry the pity from your eyes ! 


■M 


Your fields blood-bathed— with ruin fraught- 


-*i 


Frown back all mercy from your thougbtl'"'"^ 


-„n 


Strike!-Rus9ia calls on every son!— : -J' "^ 


« ,11 


Strike !— forherClime— herShrine— herThronel— ] 


Strike ! let the World vour triumiih see ! — 


1 


Strike! — those who may survive shall bo 




On Earth even — (high, and brave, and free!) 


...t 1 


Crowned with their Immortality ! 


. .H 


All the Immortality sublime — 


,,•■1 


Of Fame— that leaveth no more Time ! — 


;IA 


And those who die shall be deplored — 


,..■< 


And in their Country's heart adored!" 


I'i 


Nor failed he deeply to excite 


■' J 


Their startling Indignation's might ! — 


" 


Their wrath— their horror — while he spoke — 


' 1 


In tones that hoarse and burthened broke 


■" 


From Grief's full breast — of the Image high 


,^ ^ 


Witness 'gainst Gaul's impiety ! 


i 


That which had now ta'en refuge blest, 


n 


With them— and there set up its rest ! — 




The French their altars had o'erthrown — 


J 


Had left them helpless, lowered, and lone ; 




Blood-stained and reeking to the skies — 




Made foul with human sacrifice! — 


1 


They had exposed Heaven's mysteries tOO)^*w'' 


..I" 


E'en the Everlasting and the True— "-^''il 
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^ 



(Bjr tbis most swrett tressare &ir, 

Sbwlawed aoi) represented there ! — ) 

To all tb« inclentent airs — (be wrath 

Of cbangefol sea&ons in their pKtfa 

Of wild uncertainty aod ^oom, — 

Tore from the bi^h — the ballowed dome!— ^ 

t'ithal, to Ma»'t rode general gaae — 
Ucaooibed bv Piety and Pru«e! 

XXXV. 

And HE — the dread Terrific Form — 

Tmabling tbe cliastened World trith stem ; 

And rmmd it writhed — at writhes the wond-^^^ 

(In tbe agonies of wicked will — - *"' 

TTie Sufiering-maker — suffering still !j — 

Sent all ber evil to r«p«T, 

And on ber vitals deep to prey — 

Witb btdeous hcinoasDeae of hale. 

He comes to cru^ — lo immoUte ! — 

And be Jtmi enubed — had ruined — wrung — 

Too much — too well — and scowged, and fltnngM 

" But, RiJBsiAKS I — to tbe rescoe ! — arm ! 

And Mve old RnsBiaV heart 6xnn harm 1 " 



XXX VL 

These exhonations — thisaddren — ' -" 

Thb jx)iiip of priacely snmptiioaBPea a — 
e ius[)inng word^ ibeir raptsins all 
te prowdly forth lo cltarm — aad tfarall !— 
pdefttb-dei^p hatred of tbe Gaul — 
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To phrenzy fired their mounting zeal — it 

They felt — they fevered to the appeal ! i ^ 

Their Priests' grave benedictions — showered. 

With warmth that touched— disturbed — oerpowered— 

Ennobled every thrill they felt — 

Even while they softening seemed to melt! — i 

Their Priests — those venerable men — - It 

Much moved with strong emotions thon-Vj;'T' len f 

Poured forth their voices deep in prayer, 

With inspiration's solemn air — 

All seemed one consecration round — 

The breezeless air — the peaceful ground ! — 

Earth seemed one Heaven-roofed temple made, i' 

Their service and their rites to aid ! ' ■ 

xxxvri. ' 



It was a touching sight shewn there — 

A banded nation rapt in Prayer! — 

An armed World — bowed — o'erwhelnied — subdued— 

To Adoration's breathless mood I — 

Like Patriarchs old those Priests appeared, 

With flowing liair — with snow-white beard, — 

While wond'rous and unearthly all 

Shewed that strange scene majestical — 

In beatific splendours bathed — ' 

Since all in gold and purple stvathcd < I' 

The Princely Archimandrites swept, '' 

Where girt with dignity they stepped, — ■>-' 

Well the old GxeeUs' pomp of show they kept I-^-l' 
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Well guarded — with obeervant will— tT 

Religion's bigb Regalia still ! — ...n 

Alt the BDtiqae babiu they retained — .7 

Long in the people's love en^ained — J 
With all their pomps— unchanged — unwanedl^^ 1 

While, cumbered with tbat pooderaus state, - 1 
They scarce might brook its crushing weight! — -1' 

They moved in jewel-blaroned gold,— ' 

Gem-crnsted thick, their draperies' fold 1' v 

Shewed the magnificence of old I — - If 

That sacerdotal rich array — vl 

That proud pontifical display — I 

Heavenly and princely pageantry — A 

Raised every thought — chained every eye! — ^ 

(Beyond Regalities seemed these 1 

High apostolic dignities! — ) V 

Lifting from earth, and clay's dull bound, f- 

The rapt spectators glorying roaiid ; '/ 

And heightening their high feelings all ■ ■< 

To fervent pitch fanatical I — ■: A 



XXXVIII. 



-n 



t 



Nor he Biich flights of rapture blamed — a\ 

All roused — shook — tempested — inflamed — ■ .■> 
Those heaving bosoms into strife — u ll 

Maddening to even a storm of li&l— • .. .'-i-.-.^mi 
Their Country's danger, — and the doom ..n M 

That threatened All, should ififj/, e'enona •. - '•i 
Upon the dark and desperate field, . .1. J: A 

To their abhorred opponents yield I — 




^ 




-a 
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' 


Tlie very humblest soldier there, 


.A' 




Thai day respired no common air, 


I..H 




But deemed himself commissioned— sent— 


llA 


In Heaven's dread hand an inatrument! — 


■ icJ 




For glad deliverance of the Land 


}l 




From those who came — with scourge and brand, 




To waste and blast — to grind and wring — 






To stab all Earth— Heaven's self to sting!— 


> I 1 




And they were called— high walch and ward — 


-t.O 




The Lord's Eternal Ark to guard ! — 


.,1^ 




From godless foes — that rack and rend — 


r- 




Religion's Peace-shrines to defend I — 


..)■ 




Aye, Heaven itself, those sons of spoil 




1 


Seemed threatening in that sacred soil — 




1 


But let the Wronged and the Injured stand 




1 


To watch the shrine— and fence the Landl — 






And who their most august allies? — 






Who but all the Armies of the Skies! — 




Invoked they then the aid sublime — 






Above all earth — beyond all time — 






Of dread Saint Michael's awful Sword, 






Wreathed round with Victories of the Lord ! — 






In the unloosed zodiack bauldrick slung. 






( Once o'er his sacred shoulders Hung, — ) 






High 'midst a pomp of meteors hung ! — 






Before the praieeful eyes of all — 






Who best the Day of Days recall- 




It gleams intolerably bright. 






A fountain of celestial light,— 


■ 


d 
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For ever in the ethereal realms. 

Blazed 'midst ten thousand victor-helms I — 

I Like glorious metal-Qiountaius reared — 

Remembrancers — by all revered ! — 

Mountains of glorious metal piled 

In triumph there — unsluued — unspoiled — 

Siiine those proud Helms of Tlie Undefiled ! — 

In those bright realms it bangs displayed. 

Of which 'twas oxcb the Saviour made — 

"Hie Eternal Sword — hangs firm and fast 

O'er myriad blazoned banners rt^t — 

Recolliug still That Victory past! — 

Banners from those foul Rebels riven. 

Who dared to brave the King of Ueavea I — 

(Thick-meteored Firmaments — half furled — 

Each like the glory of a world !) — 

And Pyramids of kingless Thrones, 

Onet filled by the erer-vanqubhed Ones ! — 

XXXIX. 



The cronered chnrchineii gathered nov. 

Before the Throne of Thrones to bow. 

Thus claimed with strenuous leal — and prayed 

Saint Michael's sword — Saint Michael's aid I — 

Implored the help of all that more, 

CoNQOBSORS for erermore above! — 

The angels and all the arcbaugels crowned 1 — 

AU Heaven's throned companied renowoed, 
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In panoplies of blazing light, 

(Glistering insufferably bright) 

Cloathed — beautiful with joy and might! — 

For aye with mastery and command — 

And Conquest grasped in each strong hand ! — 

The Eternal Sabaoth up in arms. 

Mightiest to guard 'gainst mortal harms ! 

The hosts and hierarchies of Heaven — 

To whom the victory's strength is given — 

The embattailled powers — that vanquished Sin— 

Of Cherubin, and Seraphin 1 — 

XL. 

These — these implored they, deeply still 

To guard their Land from threatened ill— 

And Lol — strange sight! — the men of steel — 

The assembled Hosts — they kneel! — they kneel !- 

And where thus sank armed thousands round. 

As with some earth-shock quaked the ground ! — 

Each strengthened arm shall wave, ere long, 

An hundred hundred thousand strong! — 

Tliat Kneeling Army shall arise 

Inspired by yon still -listening skies — 

O'orshadowed by the Almighty wings — 

More glorious than a Host of Kings ! — 

More glorious on the Battle-day 

Than armaments of Kings, shall they 

Stand forth in Heaven-approved array ! — 

Magnificently marshalled there — 

To strike — to charge — to do and dare ! — 
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To smite the Foe ■ — to crush — to brave — 
Do all but pardon — all but save ! — 
la might — to chasten, and assait — > 
Aye ! — teach those Hosts of Hate to quul— 
Do all things but Forojve— or Fa:l ! — 
And though that Victory's wreath was lost — 
Unvanquisbed towered the unblenclang Host \ — 
Still strong, — Disaster's front to meet — 
Thrice glorious Conqcbboks op Defeat ! — 

XLI. 
The Priests that thronged assembliug there, 
To strive in the awfuinesa of prayer, 
And all grouped round them — thrilled and taught. 
To join with full responsive thought — 
Hailed, praised, and worshipped, knelt and prayed, — 
Till they might need not such proud aid ! — 
Since the Most Highest deigns to shed, 
Dread strength from Strength's bright Fountain-head,- 
Himself inspires — (Iimbelf uplifts — 
And scatters Power's unearthly gifts — 
And bids the Champions of the Right, 
Be dowered with deep and deepening might — 
Until the heaht, alive with prayer, 
Quick with \Xsfelt Creator there, 
Itself — (sufficient he such aid ! — ) 
A whole Celestial Host is made ! — 



END OF CANTO VIII. 



SUPPLEMENTARY NOTICE TO THE HEADER. 



Pbrhaps I ought 10 state, before the work proceeda further, 
tliat tie chief authority to which 1 am indebted for the 
facts alluded to in the foregoing pages, relative to the move- 
ments of the French Army in Russia, tbe Defence of the 
Eusaians, &c., — is Count S^gur. Every circumstonce (sueli 
as the falling of Napoleon's horse on the banks of tlie Niemen, 
— the appearance of the single Cossack at the first inva- 
sion of the territory by the French, &c. &c.) is taken firom his 
work, " Histoire de Napoleon, et de la Qrande Aimde, pen- 
dant TAnnee 1812;" excepting merely those incidents which 
refer to the love of Db Courcy and Xeiiia. The story of the 
Priest, however, who collected his flock in the Great Church 
of Smolensko, and who was afterwards admitted to an au- 
dience of Napoleon, is from the iibove work ; and the senti- 
ments he is made ta express, together with the clemency and 
lenity the Emperor displayed towards him, are copied pretty 
closely from the historian. But though I have taken Count 
Segur for my principal guide, I have aJso largely profited by 
the pages of Labiiume, Sir Walter Scott, &c. Perhaps I should 
do well to add, that in the Greek religion the priests arc per- 
mitted to marry once. 

For any slight oversights in the text, I am anxious rii 
plead OB an excuse, severe indisposition and much suffering, 
which has rendered the revision of these page* a moit painlVil 



